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THE OLD CABIN HOME. 

AcBOSS the rough, uneven floor the old man's shadow falls, 
And the keen wind finds an entrance through the daubing in 

the walls ; 
He is lost in pensive musing, with the light upon his face. 
And his loved ones grouped on either side about the fireplace. 
And close beside the cheery hearth, with nose between his 

feet. 
The faithful Boler lies at rest, in slumber soft and sweet ; 
And full upon his outstretched form the goodly back-log 

gleams. 
As he tracks through leafy thickets the opossum of his 

dreams. 
The sap from out the buvfiii^ sticks Is .bubbling as it sings, 

■J * 

And the eml>ef'3 seem bll changing in^x> strange and elfish 

things. 
As the sparks fly'ujr.the clu'ra^icy, and the oak logs burn 

apace, "'"' 

Perchance the oid-man cp«ck3'«t*iafit, with kindly beaming 

face. 
And deals in sage reflection, as the tide of fancy rolls, 
While he seems to be conversing with the figures in the coals ; 
Or, perhaps a fiash of homely wit, or story of the past. 
Will drown with sudden merriment the wailing of the blast. 



THE OLD CABIN HOMBm^ 



The mystical December moon has risen full and clear, 
As to light the peaceful closing of the old and dying year; 
There's the olden salutation from the dreaming sky above, 
Of ** * Peace on earth, good will to men/ and universal love !" 
The moon must shine propitious, and the stars must twinkle 

bright, 
For the tiny folk of Elfland will be all abroad to-night ; 
And perchance some prankish fairy, of the kingdom of the air, 
Will slide upon a starbeam from its dwelling-place so fair, 
Adown the azure spaces of the silent, starry dome. 
With a greeting and a blessing for the humble cabin home. 
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THE BACK-LOG. 

Dat^s mighty curisome sort o* siggin' de back- 
lorg's makin'. Lemme see — ^twenty-fus' day o* De- 
cember — Chris'mus jes' few days orf. Well, dis is 
de countin' up time for de 'eer. It seem to me I kin 
hear dat old back-lorg countin' up de doins o' de 
whole *eer, — some good an' some bad. I reckin it 
sings a diffunt ehune to eb'ry man, I's now goin' 
on to sebenty, but I got a mighty young nater, an' 
sometimes I feel mighty gay an' limbersome — like I 
used to feel forty 'eers ago — tell I go to git up an' 
moobe 'bout, De old fastenin's will gib way, but 
de feelins kin stay young, spite o' all dat ; an' heap 
o' times de old back-lorg will keep singin' jes' as it 
use to long, long ago. 

Well, young feelins sometimes make de old man 
los' de right pafe, but he try to git back in it quick 
as he kin. Mebbe he may step in a mud-hole now 
an' then, or run 'g'in a stump, or stop too long to 
pick blackberries, or sumfin' o' dat sort. Mebbe 
sometimes de snow fall down an' kiyer up de road ; 
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but he jes' wait for de sunshine to melt it^ den start 
out agin. 

Tas, de old back-lorg's a good preacher, an' tells 
de troof. Eb'ry Chris'mus it sings a sweeter ehune 
to de good man, an' a wus chune to de bad one. A 
man's in a mighty bad way when he won't listen to 
what de back-lorg tell him. 



ON CONTENTMENT. 

'Tis de bes' plan to git all de conserlation you kin 
out de was sort o' sitivation, an' try your bes' to be 
satisfied wid eb'rything that happens. When de 
rabbit bite de young cabbage, rickerlec' 'twill make 
him dat much fatter by de time you ketch him. 
When a circus ticket cos' mo' money dan you kin 
raise, try to be glad 'cause you kin save dat much 
money by not gwine in. When de watermilion crap 
fail, it ought to make you feel good jes' to think dat 
de palii^s 'round de patch ain't in no danger o' gittin' 
busted down nights. When a yaller jackit lef his 
sting in your finger, you may know he'll nebber do 
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any mo* stingln^ When a limb broke orf, an' let 
you down out de cherry-tree, you'll know whar to 
put your foot nex' time. When you go to dig for 
'taters, an' don't find none, riekerlec' de stirrin' up 
he'ps de groun' pow'ful. 

Yaas, dat's my plan. I try to be satisfied, no 
matter which en' go fo'mas'. But dar's some things 
dat jes' beats my time. When I git a blood-bile on 
my knee, I don't see whar de satisfaction gwine to 
come in ; an' when I see a 'possum up a tree, an' 
clam up arter it, an' find out 'tis a yaller cat, bless 
my stars ef I know whar to look for de conserla- 
tionl 



ON CX)MPENSATION. 

Things is fixed up better'n some folks think. 
Heap o' times dar's a puppus in a thing dat you 
can't see tell you hunt for it De 'arly fros' kills 
heap o' weeds 'fo' deir seeds git ripe. A bald head 
lightens your 'count at de barber's shop. Pe mus- 
keeter stirs up lazy folks. Ef eb'ry stalk o' corn 
had a big ear, you wouldn't hab no nubbins for de 
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calves. De roomatiz makes you keep Sunday an' 
stay at home nights. Yaller jackits kin fling heap 
o' life in stiff-legged folks. Fleas he^p a man dis- 
kiver when his fligion needs half-solin\ A po' fieP 
o* corn he'ps nex' 'eer's crap. Crows do some good 
in dribin' 'way de owls an* hawks. A rooster dat's 
Yraid to fight ain't in much danger o' gittin' kilt. 
De oberflow leabes richness on de Ian'. De yaller 
fever makes tramps mighty skase. An' so 'tis all 
'round. Dis wul' is better laid orf an' better built 
dan lots o' folks b'liebe. You mus'n' complain too 
fas'. 'Fo' you cuss a thing, always see ef 'tain't 
sumfin' good wropped up on de inside. 



ON PATIENCE. 



Patience is a fuss'-class thing for a man to 
hab' 'bout him ; but 'tain't 'cordin' to human nater 
for folks to hab' patience all de time. Job was 
mighty patient, but 'tain't writ down nowhar' dat he 
ebber did fool much wid mules, nor bump 'gin a 
was'-nes', nor bus' orf bofe his hind gallus-buttons 
at de same lick. 



ON CULTURE. 16 



You better take things easy all de time. ^TainH 
BO use o' tryin' to cuss a bile orf your leg ; an' it 
don't he'p a bit to keep mopin' an' groanin' 'bout de 
roomatiz. You can't dribe de misery out your back 
by slingin' sassy wuds at it. De bes' way to git 
'long wid dem sort o' things is to show 'em all de 
perliteness you kin, an' make b'liebe you sort o' like 
'em an' don't keer how long dey stay. Tryin' to 
scole de pains out o' your body is mighty like tryin' 
to bile de juice out a brick-bat. 

A man dat knows how to boss a big case o' toof- 
ache, or roomatiz, or misery in his chis', is mighty 
well loaded for gittin' 'long in de wul'. 

Yaas, patience is a mighty good thing; an' ef you 
kin keep it 'long wid you all de time, it's heap 
better'n totin' a lucky bone in your pocket. 



ON CULTUEE. 

Edication is mighty good, an' a man ought 
to git all he kin, ef it's de right sort; but 'tis bes' 
to keep 'way fum de wrong sort an' not to oberload 
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yoursc'f wid no sort, Readin* an' writin' an' 'rith- 
metic is de bes' kind o' I'arnin' for common folks. 
Heap o' dis here stuflF 'bout cackerlatin' de stars an' 
medg'in' orf de Milk^ Way, an stud'in' 'bout de 
comit, an' dem sort o' things, cos' mo' 'an it come. 
De cotton-patch kin gib you mo' edication o' de 
right sort dan a whole hatful! o' stars. You better 
know when to set out 'tater-slips dan to know what 
sort o' folks in de moon. I rudder hab one good 
meller apple dan to own a planit big as a punkin, 
an' I wouldn't trade orf a 'tater-patch for de whole 
Milky Way. Some folks kin tell you de number o' 
miles to de sun, but dey couldn't tell 'zakly de 
number o' ears o' corn dat a mule ought to hab for 
supper. Lots o' people ought to pay less 'tention 
to de sky, an' gib mo' study to de things dat happen 
on de groun'. 

Yaas, dar's heap o' things dat you better not 
know. Stick to de right sort o' I'arnin'. Be sho to 
dodge de rotten limbs when you go to clam up de 
knowledge-tree. 
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ON SPECULATION. 

" Uncle Gabe, have dogs got souls ?" some one 
asked the old man. 

" Why don't you ax me sumfin' hard ?" answered 
Uncle Gabe, who was then silent for a minute. 

" Well, I dunno 'bout dat," he finally resumed ; 
" 'tain't no telHn'. Heap o' folks say dorgs ain't got 
no souls ; but 'tain't no tellin'. De Seripter don't 
say much 'bout it; an' I, for one, wouldn't say 
dorgs ain't got no souls. Folks count on gittin' deir 
pay in de nex' wul for de good things dey do in dis 
one ; an' when a dorg spen' his life in foll'in' a man 
'bout, an' ten'in' to de smoke-'ouse all night, an' 
gettin' de wus sort o' board, an' chawin' de dirty 
legs o' all sorts o' outlandish tramps, an' treein' 
'possums for somebody else to eat, — den I say dat 
dog's done 'nough wuk to hab a chance in de nex' 
wul', an' you ain't gwine to ketch me sayin' he ain't 
got no soul. 

"Now, mind you, I ain't sayin' dorgs got souls; 

'cause no man kin see fur 'nough aiiead to say 

'zackly how it all gwine to turn out in de nex' 
b 2» 
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wul ; but ef I was my stump-tail 'possum dorg, I 
wouldn't swap souls wid some folks without plenty 
o' boot" 



ON HANGING. 

"Uncle Gabe, do you believe in capital punish- 
ment?" asked the strange gentleman. 

" Now, lookee here, boss," answered the old man; 
" we's plain sort o' folks down here on de creek, an' 
ef you'll jes' gib' me a notion o' what you dribin' 
at, ni '' 

" I meafi hanging. Uncle Gabe ; do you believe 
in hanging?" 

"Well, well, now you openin' de do' to me. 
Now, killin' folks is a dreadful sort o' bizniss, any- 
way you fix it; but I b'liebe in hangin' ef you 
hang de right feller eb'ry time. Ef bad folks will 
stop killin' den I'll 'gree to stop hangin'; an' jes' 
soon as one side break de rule, den let tudder side 
break it. Hangin' a scoundrel by de neck sartinly 
ain't bad as shootin' a man on side de road for five 
doUarBi 
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*' Yaas, V\\ 'gree to stop hangin' jes' soon as dey 
stop killin'; but let de two things wuk %ng to- 
gedder. Hangin' ain't ap' to break a neck dat's wuf 
savin', an' it ain't gwine to pester folks dat 'have 
deirse'ves. You better hang a bad man for killin' 
his neighbor dan to hang a good 'possugi-dorg for 
suckin' aigs. ^ 

" Now, dat's jes' my notion, mind you ; I ain't 
axin' you to think wid me 'bout it. Eb'ry man to 
his own notion," 



ON LAW-BOOKS. 

" Dar's one thing (^at pesters me,'^ remarked Un- 
cle Gabe. " I jes' set in de cote-'ouse, an' wonder 
how dem lawyers kin git so many diffunt kinds o' 
law out de same law-book. It's jes' like po'in 'lasses 
an' vinegar an' water out de same jug, one right 
arter tudder. It look like de same book will do to 
hang a man, or turn him loose, or sen' him to jail, — 
all for de same thing. Yistiddy I was in de cote- 
'ouse when dey had up dat nigger ftr killin' two 
horgs. Well, one lawyer read sumfin' out de book. 



20 UNCLE GABE'S REFLECTIONS. 

an' it seem to me, 'cordin' to de readin', dat de nigger 
ought to be sent to de peu'tench'ry, or flung in de 
ribber. Den a lawyer on tudder side read sumfin' 
out de same book, an' it look like dey ought to turn 
de nigger right loose, an' gib' him a new hat for 
killin' dem horgs. It look like he ought 'a' kilt 
'em. 

"De troof is, law-books is mighty limbersome 
things, anyhow. I 'spec' 'twas so much jes' in de 
wul' 'fo' dey took to writin' it down, dat heap ob it 
is runnin' wild to-day dat dey couldn't pen up an' 
put in de books." 



ON TOMBSIONES. 

Brother Zeke Simpson, the colored minister on 
Flat Creek, had just died, and had been buried with 
imposing solemnity and display. The good old man 
had been so highly esteemed and so dearly loved by 
his congregation that it was resolved to put a tomb- 
stone over his grave, and a committee of the church 
members was appointed to solicit subscriptions. Very 
soon thereafter Uncle Gabe was waited upon by the 
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chairman of the committee, and requested to sub- 
scribe twenty-five cents for the tombstone. 

" Well, now lookee here,** said Uncle Gabe; "Brud- 
der Zeke was put Vay in de groun' all right, an' he 
got a big Mowance o' cryin' an' singin', an' all dat 
sort o' racket. He's got a nice pine boa'd at his 
head, an' one at his foot ; so I don't know 'bout this 
tombstone bizness. I reckin eb'rything Brudder 
Zeke ebber done is writ down whar 'twon't rub out, 
— not ef you scrape it wid a tenpenny nail. An', 
den, in de big herearter, when eb'ry man 'ill hab to 
be judged 'cordin' to de deeds done in de meat, you 
kin jes' bet dey ain't gwine to put no tombstones on 
de witness-stan' up in de cote-'ouse in de sky ! Ef 
dey did, dar would be heap o' tombstones flat couldn't 
begin to stan' a red-hot cross-'zamination. Dat sort 
o' ebidence gwine to be flung plum out o' cote. 

" Now, I's mighty well satisfied dat Brudder Zeke 
is all right, an' mighty comfertubble, an' ef he could 
talk to you out de clouds, he'd talk to you sort o' in 
dis fashion : 

" ' My brudders, you's flingin' 'way money on de 
dead dat ought to go to de libbin'. You's done 
mighty well by de po' body, while de sperit done 
sailed away to its home in de sky. 'Tain't no use o' 
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tombstones now. Graveyards wa'n't made to be 
kep' up forebber, for dey would take up too much 
groun' arter while. Jes' let dat little pile o' dirt stay 
ober my bones tell my folks all dead an' gone; den 
you kin sock de plow into it. I don't want to take 
up six foot o' good cotton Ian' too long.' 

"Dat's 'bout the .way Brudder Zeke would talk to 
you. 'Twa'n't nuflSn' mean 'bout dat old man, an' 
he don't need no tombstone now. When dis here 
committy dies, I hope dey won't hab no mo' use for 
tombstones dan Brudder Zeke. You needn't pester 
your minds 'bout dat old brudder. 

'* No, I reckin I'll save dis twenty-five cents for 
de Missionary 'Ciety." 

With this last remark, the old man moved on. 



ON HELL. 

I HEAR some mighty smart talk 'bout dis here 
hell bizness, an' some hifalutin' folks say 'tain't no 
sich a place. Well, I ain't been dar to see, but I 
b'liebe dar's jes' sich a neighborhood somewhar'. I 
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ain't gwine to say what sort o' kindlin' dey use, nor 
nuffin' o' dat sort. I ain't nebber seen de pen'teneh'ry, 
but I b'liebes dar's sich a place, 'cause it ought to 
be, an' for heap mo' reasons besides. Some folks 
ain't gwine to b'liebe in hell tell dey is close 'nough 
to it to melt a paper collar; but I b'liebe in it so 
strong it makes me sweat to talk 'bout it, an' I ain't 
gwine to run no resk ef I kin he^p it. Ef dar's sich 
a place as hell, de bes' thing to do wid it is to keep 
'way from it, an' dat's what I's dribin' for right now. 
Ef dar ain't no sich a place, I ain't gwine to be no 
wus' orf in de en' dan tudder folks ; an' ef dar is 
sich a place, some people gwine to git lef ' de wus' 
sort when dey jump de eberlastin' draw-bars. 

You say you ^ don't unnerstan' de hell question.' 
Well, I don't unnerstan' it myse'f, an' I don't want 
to git close 'nough to it to study it oiit. I kin p'int 
out some folks dat's in a fa'r way to I'arn mo' 'bout 
hell dan dey barg'in for. 
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BLIND TOM. 

'' Blind Tom," the negro musical prodigy, on a 

recent Southern tour, visited the town of S j 

near the Flat Creek neighborliood, and gave one 
performance. Tlie house was crowded, and in the 
back part of the audience was a sprinkling of 
negroes. When the performance was over and the 
crowd dispersing, a number of colored critics — 
among whom was Uncle Gabe — were heard dis- 
cussing the musical entertainment to which they had 
been listening. The following are some of the 
running observations made by them : 

" A nigger don't fit natchul onto a peanny, no 
mo' dan a bull would suit for a sto'-keeper.^' 

" Nigger playin' de peanny ! well ! — dat beats my 
times. Sort o' like dribin' a tack wid a sledge- 
hammer." 

" Yaas, jes' like soppin' gravy wid a coon-skin." 

" Or weedin' flowers wid a cross-cut saw." 

" Like beatm' sassages wid a pile-driber." 

" Nigger playin' de peanny ! ! Take Iceer I!!!*' 

"Mebbe dat Blind Tom's a white man jes' 
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blacked up to fool folks. Dey's up to all sort o' 
outlandish tricks dese days/' 

"No sar; he's a sho' 'nough nigger. All de 
blackin' in de wuF couldn't gib' him dat sort o' 
mouf an' nose an' ha'r." 

" But, aldo' he kin claw de bery stuflSn' out o' 
dat peanny, dey say he's plum crazy." 

"Yas, oo'se he plum crazy," remarked Uncle 
Gabe, speaking for the first time; "co'se he plum 
crazy. You may pick out de smartes' nigger in dis 
county an' make him play de peanny much as dey 
say dat Tom been playin' it, an' it bound to run 
him crazy. 'Taint no he'p for it. Peanny wa'n't 
made for nigger, no mo' dan 'lasses candy was made 
for a drug-sto' Injun. Yaas, he bound to be crazy ; 
an' de bes' way to straighten out dat nigger's brains 
is jes' to turn him loose on a old-fashion' banjer for 
a munt or so." 

After these remarks. Uncle Grabe shouldered his 
bag and the sable group dispersed. 
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ON DANCING. 

'' Uncle Gabe, is it wrong to dance ?'' some one 
asked the old man as he sat by the fire mending 
the broom. 

"'Ax me no questions, I'll tell you no lies/'' 
answered Uncle Grabe, apparently not disposed to 
engage in conversation. There> was a short silence 
in the cabin, and then the old man spoke without 
further questioning : 

"S'posin' dey ax you does you like mush- 
milions, what you gwine tell 'em ? You gwine 
say, right orf, you like 'em, 'cause you does like 
'em; but dat don't mean you like green mush- 
milions, nor rotten mushmilions, do it? Co'se it 
don't. Well, so 'tis wid dancin'. De right sort o' 
dancin' don't hu't nobody ; but dar's some dancin' 
dat wa'n't made for 'specterble people. 

" Now, las' Sat'day night I was tern miles up de 
creek in de Sixteen' Section, an' dey got up a dance 
dat was de wrong sort, sho ! De thing didn't look 
right at de very start, an' I knowed trouble was 
comin' ; dey had all sorts o' outlandish niggers on 
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hand, an' eben down to some Injuns fum de counties 
j'lnin' on de wes\ Well, 'twas a public sort o' 
thing an' eb'rybody was boss. Well, arterwbile de 
fiddler got on a borrul an' went to chunin' up. Den 
he started orf, an' de prompter he gun out de wuds, 
'head couples, forrud !' Den you jes' oughter seen 
what a mess 'twas! All de dancers in de room 
come right togedder in a pile, an' sich a-jammin' an' 
a-pushin' an' a-stumblin' 'bout, you nebber did see ; 
an' it all come 'bout jes' dis way : nobody didn't 
know which was de head couples ; de Sixteen' Sec- 
tion niggers 'lowed dey was de head couples 'cause 
dey was dancin' 'cordin' to de cracks in de flo' ; an' 
de Slab Town niggers 'lowed dey was de head 
couples 'cause dey was dancin' 'cordin' to de fire- 
place; an' de cracks an' de fire-place didn't run 
togedder as dey does in mos' houses. Well, dey got 
to squabblin' pow'ful ; de Sixteen' Section stood up 
for de cracks an' Slab Town stood up for de fire- 
place. Dey was 'bout to start out fightin', an some- 
body blowed out de lights, an' de whole thing busted 
up an' de folks went 'way mad as yaller jackits. 

" Now dat sort o' dancin' is wus'n none, an' you 
young folks better keep 'way fum* dat sort o' doin's. 
Ef you gwine to dance, why, dance at de right time, 
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in de right pla<;e, an' wid de right sort o' folks. Ef 
you go to de right sort o' party, 'tain't no mo' harm 
dancin' dan 'tis settin' in de cornder talkin' 'bout 
coon-tracks. 'Tain't no harm to hab pledger, ef 'tis 
de right kind o' pledger. Sassages is good things 
tell de sassage-man gits to mistookin' de dorg-house 
for de hog-pen, an' dat sort o' alters de case. Black- 
berries is good 'nough tell you shet down on one 
whar one o' des outlandish-smellin' bugs been roost- 
in' all night. An' so 'tis wid eb'ry sort o' 'joyment. 
'Tain't no sin in de right sort o' dancin' an' de right 
sort o' music. I b'liebe it gin'ally make follis 
better. I don't b'liebe old Satan kin play a fiddle 
or dance a jig to save his life. He got too much 
wuk to do to fool 'long o' dem sort o' things. 

" You see, we's all wukin' in de vinyud, in de 
hopes o' de life to come. We's got a big job befo' 
us, an' we got to be keerful what we do an' which 
way we go. But ef a man weed his row 'cordin' to 
his power an' his knowledge, I don't b'liebe de Lord 
will watch him too close ef he let go de hoe-handle 
once in a while to spit on his hands, or ef he 'casion- 
ally takes a bite orf de ripe bunches on de gra'- 
vines." 
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THE CORN-COB PIPE. 

Uncle Gabe was giving the finishing touches 
to a new corn-cob pipe. 

" Ung' Gabe, how fur is de stars up in de sky ?" 
The question was put by some one present. 

"Now, lookee here," the old man replied, "you 
better let dem stars Mone an' try to keep in your 
mind ^zackly how fur *tis to de cotton-patch. Long 
as de stars Hen' to deir bizniss an' gib' light when 
de moon git short o' ile, I ain't gwine to kcer how 
close or how fur dey is." 

" But, Ung' Gabe, dis I'arnid nigger dat jes' come 
in de neighborhood fum up Norf — he been talkin' 
heap 'bout de stars, an' how fur dey is, an' all dat 
sort o' thing ; an' he been sayin' as how eb'rybody 
ought to know dem sort o' things. He's a reg'lar 
collidge nigger." 

" ' Reg'lar collidge nigger,' you say, an' he know 

all 'bout de distance to de stars; well, mebbe he 

been steppin' it orf, an' I ain't gwine to 'spute wid 

him. But I'd jes' like to know dis much ; 'fo' dis 

summer out, dat collidge nigger gwine to want per- 

8* 
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Visions at de sto', an' I wonder ef he kin git credit 
by gibbin' a deed o' trus' on all his coUidge Parnin' 
'bout de stars. Yas, I reckon you been hearin' heap 
mo' strange things fum dis here hifalutin' nigger, 
wid his edication 'bout de stars an' de sky. Folks 
hab' too much to do wid de night-time now, widout 
all dis here quare doin's 'bout de^ stars. What you 
folks n^ed is edication 'bout de day-time." 

" Ung' Gabe, dat strange nigger b'liebes in ha'nts; 
he say spirits walk 'bout nights." 

"Well, I dunno 'bout dat," Uncle Gabe replied; 
" I keer sich little 'bout dem things dat ef I was to 
meet a-h'ant in de road ob a dark night, I wouldn't 
stop long enough to tell him good-ebenin'." 

"Ung' Gabe," said some one, interrupting, — "I 
hear 'em say ef you sass a sperit, 'twill slap your 
head half-way roun', an' you nebber kin git it back 
'gin; how 'bout dat?" 

" I dunno 'bout dat ; but I b'liebe dat a sperit dat 
kin hit dat hard is got some meat on it. I see heap 
o' things at night ; mebbe dey's sperits an' mebbe 
dey ain't. I ain't gwine to pester 'em long as dey 
don't pester me; but de sperit dat comes browsin' 
roun' my hen-'ouse in de dark is 'lectioneerin' right 
rank arter a load o' buck-shot, sho's you born." 
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Here Uncle Grabe fitted the stem into his new 
pipe^ and smiled as if well pleased with the job. 



UNCLE GABE^S MULE. 

*' Whoah 1 whoah 1 1 you wall-eyed scoundrel ! — 
whoah 1 ! 1'' 

These angry exclamations came from Uncle Gabe. 
He had hauled a load of watermelons into town, and, 
having unhitched the mule from his little cart, was 
leading it to a tree to tie it, when the animal became 
suddenly unmanageable. 

" Whoah ! whoah ! ! you rusty old fool ! You jes' 
cuttin' up dem shines to show orf 'fo' de town folks. 
Now keep quiet, sar. Ef you had ^a^ got dem hind 
foots tangled up in de telegraph wire, you^d V been 
in a nice fix, sho' 'nough ! I reck'n by de time I 
take orf half o^ de com fum your night^s feed, 'twill 
jerk some o' dat back-action out o' you. NufBn' but 
a blame old sand-hill mule. I hired you fum out 
on de Ridge for de watermilion season, an' jes' 'cause 
I gib you better feed dan you been use to, you mus' 
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go an' r'ar an' pitch an' kick up 'bout it. You been 
used to haulin' light loads o' pine tags an' oak leaves 
out on de goldid hillsides ; but I'll broke you to de 
watermilion bizness 'fo' dis summer's out, 

" You folks nebber would know what a outlandish 
sort o' critter dat mule is. I was 's'picious 'bout him 
when I fus' got him. When you see a mule wid one 
eer stan'in up stiff an' straight, an' tudder eer drappin' 
'round sort o' slack an' limber, you may know you 
got holt ob a might onsartin animal. 

" Well, it looks like some o' dese here wild mules 
spile heap o' 'ligion, but it he'ps a man to diskiver 
when he got holt o' de right article. Ef a man kin 
plow froo de spring plum onto de layin'-by time 
widout rubbin' de paint orf his 'ligion, he may know 
he's got de sort dat will stan'. 

"But 'tis a mighty good thing dat mules can't 
hab no chillun. Ef dey could, dar'd be sich a pile 
o' devilment rolled up in 'em, an' handed down fum 
de old to de young, fum generation to generation, dat 
arterwhile dey'd jes' take charge o' de plantation." 

Without further observation, Uncle Gabe prepared 
to expose his watermelons for sale. 
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UNCLE GABE AT THE HOGKILLING. 

Uncle Gabe was deftly cutting up the stiff car- 
cass of a huge hog^ and at his side was Ned^ an 
inquisitive colored lad who was assisting him. 

"Ung^ Gabe/' said Ned, "dese Ji^re spar'-ribs 
would go fine/' 

"Ya-as," answered Uncle Gabe, "ef dar's one 
thing dat's good jes' long as it las', 'tis spar'-rib." 

"But, Ung' Gabe," Ned continued, "I tell you 
what's good sho' 'nough ; it's a right fat 'possum wid 
plenty o' roasted yams to eat 'long wid it." 

Uncle Grabe continued his work without reply- 
ing. 

" Ung' Grabe," said Ned, after a pause, " dar's 
sumfin' 'bout 'possum gravy dat gits 'way wid a 
ni^er pow'ful." 

Uncle Grabe worked away at the hog without 
answering. 

"Ya-as, Ung' Grabe," Ned resumed, "'possum's 
de thing, arter all; haslits an' sassages an' spar'- 
ribs is good for true, but 'possum's de thing, I tell 
you 1 'specially when it's a big old December 'pos- 
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sum dat's been chassayin' 'round 'mongst de 'simmon- 
trees an' gra'-vines tell he done got mos' too fat to 
waller." 

No response from Uncle Grabe, who continued his 
work with nervous energy. 

"An' de way to cook him, Ung' Gabe," said Ned, 
becoming suddenly animated, " is to roas' him in a 
big uben tell be done plum froo ; den take him out 
right brown all ober, an' kivered wid gravy an' 
smellin' jes' as good wid de nice fat juice dreenin' 
out all 'round an' " 

" You shet your mouf, you fool !" interrupted 
Uncle Gabe, vehemently, "you make me hackle dis 
Ttieat /" 

There were some minutes of unbroken silence, 
and then Ned, having rallied a little from the eftect 
of Uncle Grabe's rather petulant interruption, ven- 
tured to ask, in a tone of cautious timidity, — 

" Ung' Grabe, is you hear talk o' dis strange nigger 
on de creek ?" 

"What, dat ar Kaintucky nigger?" 

" Ya-as, dat feller Joe An'erson ; dat's a pow'ful 
spry an' limbersome nigger," continued Ned ; " an' 
you see, he been layin' mighty close round old Ung' 
Mose Perkins's house, an' las' night dey got wud at 



UNCLE OABE AT THE HOG-KILLINQ. 35 

de meetin' as how Joe was sort o' knockin* round 
Xing' Mose oldes' gal; an' de 'ooman folks dey 
'lowed 'twas so, an' dey say it looks jes' like dat 
strange chap gwine to git dat gal." 

"Dat's jes' like Mose," said Uncle Gabe; 
" mighty good old man, but he always was a mighty 
keerless somebody. Now dis here thing o' .habin' 
all sort o' strange folks pushin' up 'gin a man's 
family won't do tell you kin find out sumfin' 'bout 
'em. Now, T don't like de fus' looks o' dat Joe 
An'erson. Dar's sumfin' 'bout him dat puts you in 
mind ob a stray dorg dat's long ways fum home. 
He's toler'ble good at de corn-shuckin', an' he kin 
boss a chune at de night meetin' rank as anybody ; 
but dat ain't much tes'. You wait tell we weigh dat 
nigger at de lorg-roUin' an' take his medjer in de 
new-groun's ; an' ef you don't look out he'll come 
out short medjer. Dat Joe An'erson ain't 'spectful 
to old folks, an' I jedge fum his ways dat he wa'n't 
started on de right track when he was little ; an' ef 
you lay a crookid furrer in de spring, de erabgrass 
'ill be mighty ap' to pester you in de summer. But 
dey say dat gal likes him, an' 'tain't no tellin' how it 
gwine to turn out ; for you can't no mo' tell what 
sort o' notion a young 'ooman gwine to fasten onto, 
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dan you kin tell which way a young punkin-vine^ 
gwine to branch out fum de hill. 

" But old Mose Perkins is a mighty good niggor, 
for all his curisome ways. Mose cum out fum old 
Firginny jes' 'fo' de war, an' he was mighty Hkely 
young feller, for true. To tell you de troof, Mose 
was jes' 'bout de soones' nigger on de plantation, no 
matter whar you pitch him. I's seen him break a 
colt 'fo' sun-up, an' he could stick on a wild mule 
same as a tar plarster. 

"But Mose nebber was plum satisfied wid de 
cotton country, an' was always talkin' 'bout his old 
home on Jeems Ribber ; an', Ned, ef you ebber git 
to heben, — as I hope an' 'spec' you will, — ^you'll be 
mighty ap' to see old Mose pushin' round 'mongst 
de angels an' braggin' on de good times he use to 
hab in old Firginny. 

" Well, dat finishes orf de las' horg." 
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THE WHITE-FACE HUMBLE-BEE. 

" What you doin' dar, boy ?" 

Uncle Gabe was speaking to a very black little 
negro who was playing near bim on the floor. 

" Say, what you doin' dar ? What you slappin' 
at dat bumler-bee for? You ain't try in' to ketch 
him, is you? Well, dribe ahead; fus' thing you 
know, you'll think you had a coal o' fire in your 
hand." 

" Lor, Ung' Gabe," the little fellow replied, " dis 
sort o' bumler-bee don't sting; dis is de sort dat 
bo'es holes in pine lorgs. Don't you see his white 
face?" 

" What his face got to do wid his stinger? Now, 
Fd jes' like to know dat. Mebbe you don't know 
which end a bumler-bee keeps his devilment in, 
does you ?" 

"Ah, now I got him, Ung' Grabe. Now, see dar, 
he dunno how to sting. Wait, lemme put him 'g'inst 
your han' an' ^" 

" Lookee here, you little chunk o' midnight, ef 
you tech me wid dat bumler-bee, you'll think a 
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harrykin done hit you, sho 'nough. Yas, you foolin' 
wid de wrong somebody now. Ef I was to slam 
loose on you wid dis plow-line, you'd think a swarm 
o' yaller jackits was tellin' you how-dy. You look 
in a humbler-bee's face to tell if he kin sting. Kin 
you tell ef a mule kin kick by 'zaminin' his face? 
Yas ; I 'spec you'd look at a buU-dorg's hind legs to 
tell ef he could bite. Sonny, you's mixin' things up 
mighty bad. Don't always jedge o' folks an' things 
by de front en'. You can't tell much 'bout de cider 
in a jug by lookin at de stopper, an' you can't tell 
what size aig a hen kin lay jes' by lookin' down her 
mouf." 

Uncle Gabe was then silent for a little while, but 
soon began to talk to himself in a low and indistinct 
tone, as if he did not care to be heard, — 

"Prodjickin' wid de gable-en' ob a bumler-bee; 
well, dat beats my times, sho ! Things gwine mos' 
too fas' dese days, anyhow. Chillun ain't satisfied 
wid de old-fashion playin' an' doin's; think dey 
know mo' 'an de men folks ; won't hab no bumler- 
bees poked at me, back-en' fo'mos' or front-en' fo'- 
mos !" 
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REMARKS AT THE SHUCKING. 

CoME^ dribe away ! It don't make no difference 
whar de shucks fall, jes' so de ears hit right ; you 
don't bother 'bout de shavin's when you go to dress 
a s'ingle-tree. Some o' you little niggers braggin' 
on de big pile o' loose shucks ober behin' your 
backs, but dat ain't nuffin to brag on ; your wuk got 
to be medjered by de pile o' ears in front o' you, an' 
dat looks mighty light. De wood-cutter ain't paid 
'oordin' to his chips ; de pile o' wood reggerlates de 
whole bizniss. 

Let in on de good ears an' shuck dem fus'. You 
kin tell de good ears, no matter ef dey ain't cased in 
fine kiverin' ; you kin tell 'em by de weight ; you 
can't no mo' make a nubbin hebby by wrappin' a 
big shuck 'round it, dan you kin stuff sense in a fool 
nigger by wrappin' him up in a bran new suit o' 
Sunday-go-to-meetin's. 

Here's a ear kiverd up wid dead silk dat ain't got 
'nough grains o' corn on it to feed a sick sparer. It 
showed orf mighty nice in de 'arly summer days an' 
looked pow'ful shiny an' sassy in de sun; but it 
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'gun to cave in at de fodder-pullin' time an' played 
plum out in de fall. Dat's jes' de way wid some 
young folks ; dey's mighty prommersin' an' Tarn so 
fas' dey moa' bus' de school-'ouse open, an' git mos' 
'nough 'rithmetic in 'em to kill a mule ; dey make 
b'liebe dey's gwine to be jestises o' de peace an' 
sukkit riders, an' all dem sort o' big doin's ; den, 
arter while, dey jes' drap back an' swivel up like a 
young 'tater-vine in de 'arly fros'; an' you don't 
nebber hear nuffin' 'bout 'em tell de time come to 
bury 'em. 

Here's 'nudder ear dat was chawed by a fox-squ'el 
when 'twas growin' ; heap o' young grains was eat 
up, but what's lef is good 'nough; sort o' like 
a nigger dat drapt out o'^a cherry when he was 
little, an' had one o' his legs busted an' cut orf ; 
but got well ^^iHy wid right sharp service left 
in him. 

Here's a ear dat was wropped up an' choked nigh 
onto deaf wid de runnin'-vines an' mornin'-glories ; 
like dem young niggers dat try to spread Chris'mus 
ober de whole 'eer, and git so much in de habit o' 
drinkin' an' spreein', an' chassayin' 'round nights, 
dat dey can't nebber bus' loose fum deir bad habits 
an' wild doin's; an' can't nebber I'arn how to 'have 
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deirseVes, but jes' keep a-gwine on tell dey run 
plum orf de track. 

Well, we^s gittin' de pile down fine, but dem 
young fellers at de en' ober yander ain't been doin' 
much, sho' ! Yaas, I see how 'tis ; settin' by dem 
likely gals an' tryin' to do too many things at once. 
I sort o' b'liebe ef 'twa'n't nuflSn' but likely 'oomen 
folks in de wul, 'twouldn't be 'nough wuk done to 
keep things gwine ! 



THE CITY DARKY. 

A NEGRO from Mobile visited the Flat Creek 
neighborhood, and made the acquaintance of Uncle 
Gabe. The new-comer brought with him some of 
the advanced notions of city life, and appeared a 
little inclined to hold himself above the country 
darkies. 

One evening Uncle Grabe made a few running 

remarks that were suggested by the peculiarities of 

his new friend. Among other things, he said, — 

^'Dat nigger beats my times. He come here 

4* 
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talkin' 'round me 'bout shootin' at glass balls. Now, 
my notion is, a nigger dat's startin' out wid glass 
balls needs heap o' b'ilin' down. Ef dat nigger ain't 
in a fa'r way to git mint, den my name ain't Gabe. 
He been talkin' 'bout breech-loadin' guns. Now, a 
nigger dat's tryin' to I'arn how to stuff powder an' 
shot in de wrong en' ob a shot-gun, he's clammin' up 
too tall a 'simmon-tree for common folks. He's on 
de wrong track, sho'. Dis here Mobile nigger needs 
some stretchin' out in de cotton-patch. He needs 
skimmin' bad ; he gittin' too nice an' hebby on top. 
" A nigger dat can't eat a apple widout peelin' it, 
an' can't manage a bad cold widout a pockit-hank'- 
sher, done had too much starchin' for black folks' 
nater." 



CABIN REFLECTIONS. 

Don't 'pen' 'pon nobody ; weed your own row ; 
paddle your own skiff; pole your own flat-boat; 
whet your own blade. 

Think for yourse'f ; don't put orf weedin' your 
inguBs tell your neighbor's patch get grassy; an' 
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don't jerk your fishin'-pole jes' 'cause you see 'nudder 
nigger's cork go under de water. 

Don't holler 'fo' you git hit. Don't rub your 
shin when you see a mule kick somebody else. Don't 
h'ist your umbrella eb'ry time you hear it thund'in'. 

Don't borrer trouble. Don't play sick jes' to git 
nussed. You kin git sick by keepin' on try in'. Ef 
you keep limpin' 'round like a lame killdee tryin' to 
toll folks 'way fum her nes', de roomatiz will be 
mighty ap' to come sho' 'nough. Too much gruntin' 
kin fotch de backache. 

When you hab sho' 'nough pains don't let folks 
know it. A nigger dat kin tote a big bile on his 
knee, an' keep it a plum secret, kin push his way 
anywhar. 'Twouldn't do to crowd dat sort o' nigger 
in de low-groun's wheat. He could skeer orf de 
roomatiz widout any physic I 
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RUNNING FOR OFFICE. 

" In dese days an^ times," remarked Uncle Gabe, 
" some folks is mos' 'stracted 'bout runnin' for orfis. 
Dey look like dey think 'tis de bigges' thing in de 
wuF to git some little orfis, no matter how little an' 
no 'count 'tis. I got one man in my mind right 
now dat was miserbul when he was makin' a good 
libbin' on a farm, an' nebber was satisfied tell he got 
'lected mayer ob a little cross-roads village dat didn' 
hab nufl&n' to brag on 'cep' a right good blacksmif- 
shop, 'long wid a cold spring an' a flock o' goats. 
Now, dat man had jes' got his head turned slam 
roun' on de orfis question, an' dar's heapB mo' jes' 
like him to-day. Dar's sumfin' 'bout de notion o' 
bein' in orfis dat takes holt ob a man like de measles 
or de itch, an' jes' hangs on to him, an' won't let 
him go. 

" Dar's one thing 'bout runnin' for orfis dat I don't 

like : it spiles a man's manners. 'Fo' he gits de 

orfis he mighty ap' to play de hypocrit to git votes ; 

an' arter he done got 'lected he too ap' to loss his 

perliteneaa to let strangers know he's a orficer. 
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Some o' dese orfis-holders got mighty curisome no- 
tions 'bout things, an' look like dey think a man in 
orfis can't keep up de 'specterbility o' de place an' 
hold on to his good manners at de same time. Now^ 
I think dat a orfis dat ain't big enough to stir up a 
bobbykew 'fo' 'lection-day, ain't wuf habin'. Any 
man in good stan'in' an' made out o' de right sort o' 
stuff heap rudder be de boss ob a ten-acre corn-fiel' 
in de low-groun's, dan to hab a orfis wid hardly any 
money or 'specterbility fastened onto it." 



COMETS. 

Among Uncle Grabe's most esteemed neighbors is 
Uncle Josh Tompkins. They both belong to the 
same church, get water from the same spring, and 
have been warm friends for many years. But they 
are not congenial in all things. Uncle Josh seems 
to be constitutionally low-spirited, and he cultivates 
a morbid conviction that there is no good fortune for 
him in this world. 
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They met not long ago, when the following con- 
versation ensued : 

" How you come on, Brer Josh?" 

" Mighty shacklin', Brer Gabe, mighty shacklin\" 

" What de matter now V' 

"Eb'ry thing de matter; eb'ry thing de matter. 
You see, Brer Gabe, I's now goin^ on to sebenty ^ear 
old, an' been habin' bad luck all my life. De lars' 
thing dat been pesterin' me is dis plag'id comit. 
Ebber sence dat thing been chassayin' roun' in de 
sky, I been habin' bad luck. Now dat thing been 
shinin' 'mongst de stars for de las' fortni't, an' jes' 
lemme tell you what been happenin' to me enju'in' 
dat time. Las' week somebody broke in my 'possum- 
bar'l whar I had two 'possums, an' stole de fattes' 
one ; las' night my chimly cotch a-fire ; day 'fo' yis- 
tiday somebody went to my watermilion-patch an' 
stole a big watermilion ; dis mornin' de rail broke 
wid me, an' I fell in de creek ; an' fo' nights ago dar 
was a s'picious sort o' noise out in de yard, an' den I 
see somebody run roun' de hen'-house ; well, I jes' 
up -an' sot my dorg on him, an' de fus' thing I know 
de man had done stole my dorg an' run orf wid him, 
an' I ain't seed man nor dorg sence. Now, Brer 
Gabe, you know heap mo' 'bout dis almanick bizniss 
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dan me, an^ I gwine to ax you sumfin' : how long is 
dat comit gwine to las^ ?'^ 

"Well, wait a minute,'^ replied Uncle Gabe. 
" To^ I answer dat question, let me ax you some : 
When dat somebody broke in your ^possum-bar'l, 
did he take bofe your 'possums, or did he jes' take 
one f ' 

" He jes' take one." 

"Well, den, when your ehimly cotch a-fire, did 
it burn your house up, or did you put it out in 
timer 

" We flung a bucket o' water on it in time to save 
de house/-^ 

" Well, now, when dat rogue stole your big water- 
milion, how many did he leabe in de patch V 

" 'Bout a Jiundred.'' 

" Well, when de rail broke wid you an' let you in 
de creek, did you get drowndid ?" 

" Why, ain't I stan'ifi' right 'ere befo' you ?" 

" Well, den, le's come on down to dat good-for- 
nufl&n' dorg dat " 

" HoP on. Brer Gabe, hoi' on ! You techin' a 
man on a mighty sof ' spot now. You know my 
dorg could jes' lam out you'n de bes' day he born." 

" Well, we won't 'spute 'bout dat ; jes' answer me 
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dis : you's pretty tolerbul sartin you won^t see dat 
dorg no mo', ain't you ?'' 

" Yes, I's dreadful 'fraid I won't nebber see him 
no mo'." 

" Mos' likely he's slam out de State by dis time, 
ain't he ?" 

" I 'spec' he is." 

" Well, Brer Josh, dar's one thing dat you need, 
and dat you ought to pray for all de time." 

" What is it, Brer Gabe ?" 

" Heap mo' comits — -jes' lots an' cords o' comits. 
Ef dem shiny, long-tail things kin do dat sort o' 
wuk, den you need a fresh one eb'ry day. You 
ought to hab one to guard your watermilion-patch, 
an' nudder one to guard your 'possum-bar'l. Yes, 
Brer Josh, ef comits got de power you say dey got, 
den you ought to hab 'em 'bout you all de time. 
But, lemme tell you, I don't b'liebe much in dis 
comit bizniss. Now, I sprain my ankle senoe de 
comijt come ; but I know a man dat broke his arm, 
an' nudder one dat got kilt on de railroad, an' nudder 
one dat had a pow'ful misery in his back, all 'fo' de 
comit come. Now, wid de he'p o' de army-wum, an' 
de oberflow, mebbe de comit could ruin de cotton 
crap; and wid de he'p o' de sunshine an' rain an' 
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plenty o' niggers, mebbe it could make de cotton- 
crap ; but a comit all by it lone se'f ain't got much 
power as a lame horse-fly. Yas, Brer Josh, when 
you git hu't anywhar, you scratchin' de wrong place 
ef you lay it on de comit." 



THE FIDDLER. 

'Tain't no sense in 'basin' de fiddler jes' 'cause 
he don't lub hard wuk. When a man kin make a 
Hbbin' in a easy way, 'tain't natchul for him to go 
hankerin' arter de plow-handle. Now, folks can't 
lib widout eatin', an' de man dat runs de plow sort 
0' lays de foundation o' de whole business ; but dar's 
heap o' things, 'sides eatin', dat we can't well git 
along widout ; an' music is one o' dem things. Eb'ry- 
body — an' niggers 'specially — is boun' to hab music; 
an' when a man can't git nobody else to make it, he 
mus' make it hisse'f. Now, I hab's de bigges' sort 
o' respect for de fiddler. I always did like de 
fiddle ; I like eb'ry thing 'bout it, eben down to de 
cat dat furnish de strings. A neighborhood widout 
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a fiddle or a banjer mus^ 'a' been cut out for a cow- 
paster or a grabe-yard. De morkin-bird is sort o' 
fiddler an' banjer-picker for de birds in de woods, 
an' he ain't no slouch ob a musicioner, sho's you 
born. Well, you know what sort o' stan'in' in de 
neighborhood de morkin'-bird gits; an' de fiddler 
ought to hab some o' de same sort o' treatment. De 
man dat cuss out all sort o' music mus' hab' right 
sharp mule-meat on his bones ; an' de kind o' noise 
dat he would like wouldn't be ap' to sound nice to 
t'udder folks. Dat sort o' man ain't ap' to be no 
'count 'cep' for startin' a grabe-yard. 



THE DOG QUESTION. 

One day as Uncle Gabe was walking leisurely 
along the street, his attention was suddenly attracted 
by a small and very black boy that was leaning 
against a brick wall, and crying, 

"What ail you, boy?" asked the old man, ab- 
Tuptlj. 
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" Dat slab-sided Jim Drew beat me/' answered 
the boy, in a voice tremulous with grief and anger. 

" What he beat you 'bout ?" 

" He beat me for nuffin'." 

" Lookee 'ere, boy ; better be mighty sho' you was 
cut out for a liar 'fo' you go tellin' stories dat way. 
What de man beat you 'bout ?" 

" For nufiBn'. I was jes' comin' 'long de street, 
an' Jim Drew's old bob-tail dorg took an' bresh up 
'g'inst my breeches, an' den I whul roun' an' gib' 
him a lammin' ; an' den Jim Drew he come runnin' 
up, an' grab me by de nap' o' de neck, an' juk me 
roun', an' slam me in de mud, an' set on me, an' beat 
me like I was a dorg ! Now, dat jes' 'zackly de 
way 'twas. He jes' took an' beat me, an' I ain't 
nebber done nuflSn' to him." 

"Lookee 'ere, boy," replied Uncle Gabe, with 
more deliberate emphasis than when he first ad- 
dressed him, "you ought to be right well satisfied 
wid to-day's wuk. You got heap o' things to I'arn, 
an' you scraped in a right good slice o' edication to- 
day. Now, mebbe you dunno much 'bout dorgs, an' 
folks dat own dorgs. When a man own a dorg, — 
'specially a dorg dat foller him roun' eb'rywhar, — 
de animul arter while gits right jam up 'mongst his 
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feelin's, an' he soon gits to lubbin' him mighty 
strong. De right sort o' man will take up mighty 
quick for his dorg, an' ef he won't do it he ain't 
much 'count for nuffin'. Now, whenebber you feel 
like lammin' a strange dorg, you better fus' take de 
trouble to find out ef it b'longs to anybody ; an' ef 
it does, you better take little mo' trouble an' find out 
ef dat somebody is anywhar' in de suocumj'inin' 
neighborhood." 

"Dat good-for-nuffin'. dorg ain't wuf fightin' 
'bout," said the boy, interrupting. 

"De condition o' de dorg ain't got nuffin' to do 
wid de case," said Uncle Grabe, resuming his obser- 
vations. " No matter ef de dorg is blind in one 
eye, an' lame in one foot, an' crop-eared, an' bob-tail, 
wid de mange an' de seben-'ear itch all mixed up on 
him, — ef he b'longs to somebody, you better mind 
what you 'bout when you go to pest'rin' him. Yaas, 
widout you's jes' sp'ilin' to find out what a man is 
made out o', an' widout you's hankerin' mighty 
strong to take de medger ob his fightin'-power, you 
better not hu't his dorg. Once 'pon a time I bu'stid 
a scantlin' on a nigger for tellin' it in de quarters 
dat my 'possum-dorg had done treed a big yaller cat 
on a 'possum-hunt. Now, he did tree de cat, but den 
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'tWn't none o' dat nigger's bizniss to go 'bout tellin' 
it, an' dat's de pin't o' de thing. Yaas, sonny, you 
better be keerful 'bout how you tackle a man's dorg. 
It don't make no diffunce what sort o' animul 'tis ; 
not a bit. Now, to-day 'twould 'a' paid you better 
to study de man dat owned de dorg dan to study de 
dorg itse'f. It might 'a' been better for you ef you 
had 'zamined dat nigger's size, an' de cut o' his eye, 
instid o' was'in' your time lookin' at de dorg's bob- 
tail an' crop-ear. But, as I done told you, to-day's 
'speriunce may be wuf sumfin' to you." 



AVERAGE RAINFALL. 

Uncle Gabe seemed to be thoughtful and moody. 
He was seated on a goods-box, and seemed disin- 
clined to converse with the small squad of dusky 
citizens that were grouped about him. Finally he 
spoke : 

^^ Dar's some quar' things gwine on in dese days 
an' times," said the old man, with a look of self- 
reliance and thoughtful wisdom, 'roar's some 

6* 
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mighty quar' notions in de wul' now-a-days. Dis 
'ere gub'ment man down town in de signal-orfis dat 
tells all 'bout de clouds, an' de rain', an de snow, 
an' de wedder, — he's de feller dat beats my times. 
Now, you 'member de poVful rain we had day 'fo' 
yistiddy dat washed away Peter Jiner's mill-dam, an' 
t'ar'd things loose in de low-groun's ? Well, I un- 
nerstan' dat dat same man done had it printed in de 
papers dat jes' two inches o' rain fell jurin' dat 
shower. Now, dat jes' gits 'way wid my 'rifmetic, 
an' I sort o' think ef dat man had got soaked in de 
rain like I was, he'd be mighty ap' to put sumj&n' 
onto dem two inches. Why, tell me 'twa'n't but two 
inches o' rain fell dat day, when de water was stan'in' 
six inches deep in.de corn-furrers, and de creek took 
an' ris' two foot in half a hour ? Ef you call dat 
a two-inch rain, den I reck'n mebbe I jes' well on- 
I'arn what edication I done picked up 'bout rain. . I 
b'liebe I'll jes' add orf part o' my I'arnin'. 'Twon't 
do for a man to try to study out too many things, 
'cause den he ain't ap' to be fus'-class in none. A 
tree dat fork too much ain't ap' to grow tall." 
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HARD TIMES. 

Uncle Gabe waa with some of his friends who 
had been complaining of hard times. " Well," said 
the old man, " you may talk ^bout hard times much 
as you please, but I done took de notion dat 'tain't 
no easy thing to tell whuther times is hard or not. 
I been a right good long while in de wuP, an' I's 
seed big craps an' short craps, and middlin' craps an' 
no craps at all, but I nebber yit fail to hear some- 
body talk 'bout hard times. Now, dar's good luck 
an' bad luck in de wul', an' 'mos' eb'rybody is gwine 
to hab some o' bofe 'fo' he done wid dis wul'. Well, 
'bout de bes' plan is dis: When good luck come, 
make de mos' ob it, an' when bad luck come, make 
de smalles' ob it you kin. Hard times is sort o' like 
some yard-dorgs; ef you show 'em you 'fraid ob 
'em, an' look like you skeered, dey'll snap at your 
breeches, an' pester you right sharp ; but ef you hold 
your head straight up, an' walk right 'long by 'em 
like you didn't know dey was in de neighborhood, 
dey'll be mighty ap' to shet up an' let you 'lone. 
Polks think too much 'bout hard times. When 
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times is de hordes', dar's still heap o' 'joyment an' 
pledjer, an' fun in 'em ef you choose to look in de 
right place for 'em ; an' when times is de bes' dar's 
right sharp trouble mixed up wid 'em, an' you kin 
find it ef you hunt for it. Den, 'cordin to my no- 
tion, de bes' way is to let de times take keer o' deir- 
se'ves, an' do de bes' you kin, no matter what happen. 
Tain't no use o' pesterin' your mind by tryin' to find 
out whuther de times is hard or not. Dar's some 
folks dat would be disapp'inted an' miserbul ef 
'twa'n't no sich a thing as hard times; but I ain't 
got no wuds to say to dem sort o' people." 



UNCLE GABE AND THE CHURN. 

Day 'fo' yistiddy mornin' a pale-face man come 
an' stop at my do' wid a new-fangle' churn. I told 
him good-mornin', but he was too full o' bizness for 
dat sort o' perliteness, an' he jes' slap de churn right 
down on de do'-sill, and de way he went a-talkin'. 
Well, I nebber did hear so much high-1'arnt talk 
'bout a churn in all my born days. Dat churn 
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could do mos' anything in de wuP. Anyhow, I told 
de man fo* five times I didn't want de churn, but it 
didn't do no good, — he keep a-talkin'. Presently I 
Say to him, " Lookee 'ere, boss ; mebbe you think I 
ain't quite as perlite as a old man ought to be; I 
didn't know befo' dat you was deef ; I ax you pard'n." 
But dat nebber done no good ; he jes' laugh, an' went 
• on a-talkin. Nebber was sich a churn as dat one. 
It could git fo' times much butter out o' a pan o' milk 
as any udder churn in de wul', no matter whar it 
come fum ! De man didn't 'zackly say so, but he talk 
like dat churn could churn butter out ob a las' 'ear 
cow-skin. At las' I up an' said to him, *^Well, 
boss, dat's a gall-bustin' fine chum, an' 'tain't no 
'sputin' it; but I got jes' one orbjection to de thing 
dat's mighty hard to git roun'." Den de man say 
'twa'n't no sich a thing as a orbjection to dat churn, 
an' he say he'd bet two dollars an' a half, an' plank 
down de money, dat nobody could find any orbjection 
to dat churn. Den I up an' sed to him, " Well, boss, 
I jes' got dis one orbjection to dat churn, — I ain't 
got no cow, an don't 'spec' to hab' none." Den, all 
at once de man stop talkin', an' looked tired ; den 
he flung de churn 'cross his shoulder an' lef . 
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ON BRAVERY. 

A MAN ought to be brave at de right time, an^ 
under de right succu instances. Dar's some sitiva- 
tions whar a man kin show his bravery by stan'in^ 
his groun^, but at de same time he'll stir up a s'picion 
dat he's a fool. When you kick up a bumler-bee 
nes' in de clover-paster, instid o' stan'in' your groun' 
an' slappin de bees orf wid your hat, an' gittin' red 
in de face, an' cussin', you better clap your bravery 
in your pockit, den take de nighes' paf to de woods, 
an' make de longes' steps you kin, an' make 'em fas'. 
When a mule kick open a homit-nes', he mighty 
ap' to show his raisin' an' his fam'ly connection by 
stan'in' right in his tracks an' jes' slammin' loose 
right an' lef wid bofe hind-foots tell you think he 
kickin' at de back o' his ears ; an' arter he done got 
froo, an' done got stung into a fever, an' done showed 
hisse'f de braves' anmial an' de bigges' fool in de 
neighborhood, he don't eben hab' de consolation o' 
knowin' dat he kilt any o' de hornits. But when de 
rabbit run up 'gin' a hornit-nes' hard enough to make 
de things come out an' see who knockin' at de do', 



CABIN RIDDLES. 69 

he jes^ show his sense right orf by layin' orf a 
straight-shoot, a'r-line, narrer-gauge paf to de j'inin' 
plantation, an' he don't stop to fool on de way, an' 
talk to folks dat he happen to meet Yaas, a man 
kin take on too much bravery, jes' like he kin take 
on too much o' any udder sort o' good thing. A 
man oughtn't to fight tell dar's sumfin' to fight for, 
an' dar's some kinds o' folks an' animuls dat 'twon't 
hardly do to fight imder no succumstances ; but 
'tain't no use o' gwine any fudder an' callin' names. 



CABIN RIDDLES. 

What make de mornin'-glory won't clam' but one 
way roun' de corn-stalk ? 

How does de snake-doctor fly widout floppin' his 
wings? 

How long kin de pine-knot las' widout rottin' ? 

What started de bad feelin' 'twixt de house-cat an' 
de yard-dorg ? 

How come de fine-toof comb on de buU-bat 
foot? 
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Who scraped de bar orf de Opossum tail ? 

Is de good 'possum-dorg got soul ? 

Who gwine to die when de squinch-owl holler ? 

What is de nigger made out o' dat git mad when 
he soppin^ in de gravy ? 

Ef you rub de stripes orf de yaller-jacket, would 
it change de tas'e ob his stinger? 

How much ought a shote to pay for his boa'd in 
de fat'nin^-pen ? 

How much edication kin a town goat git by eatin' 
olmanicks ? 

How many acres in de Milky Way would it take 
to raise a bar'l o^ corn ? 

What make a little watermilion-patch easier to 
find dan a big cotton-fieP ? 

What is de man in de moon wuf on Section-day ? 



REMARKS. 

Ef you hire de rabbit to nail on your paling 
dar'U be some big cracks in de garden-fence. 
Sometimes ef you hire a strange somebody to 
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keep rogues orf de watermilion-patch, he^U keep 
'em orf by taken' de temptation out o' deir way. 
BrOgues ain't fond o' green watermilions, an' long 
as you keep de ripe ones out o' de patch, it ain't ap' 
to be pestered wid folks dat ain't got no bizniss 
in it. 

A man dat takes de measles ought to be mighty 
glad 'tain't de yaller fever. 

De, niees' time to talk 'bout de blessin' o' pov- 
erty is arter you done got rich. 

Don't try to men' up yistiddy's doin's; brace 
yourse'f for to-morrow. 

De chu'ch-steeple p'ints de way to heben, but 
it don't gib' de number o' miles; de distunce 'pen's 
on succumstances. 

Ef you ain't got a good pedigree yourse'f, try 
to fix up one for your gran'-chillun'. 

De bes'« water come out de deepes' well ; but it 
take de hardes' drawin' to git it. 

One bad link kin spile de trace-chain. 

When a bird I'am how to sing so well dat dey 
stop him up in a cage, his edication cos' mo' 'an it 
come to. 

De man dat don't keer whether he hab any 

wood-pile or not, won't do to 'pen' on. 

6 
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When de fishe'man tell you his good luck, 
make him show de fish. 

Buyin' Ian' on credit is mighty like wukin' for 
'nudder man. 

Books don't he'p some folks much. You may 
raise a goat on olmanicks, but he can't tell de day o' 
de munt'. 

Things ain't always bad es dey look like; 
nigger foot long, but 'tis broad. 

Too much ob a good thing don't wuk well ; it 
kin git too dark for de barn-owl to see. 

Heap o' folks try to prop up a sway-back lie 
wid a ten-dollar bet. 

A man oughtn't to run no mo' resk dan he kin 
he'p ; ef he's a man dat nebber told a lie, 'tis a safe 
plan not to git in de habit o' swoppin' horses. 

De way to find out de weak pints ob any sort o' 
animal is to try to sell him at a big price. 

It seems to me dat de wul' is gittin' mos' too 
full o' physic. Eb'ry sort o' physic kin. cure 'bout 
fo' hundud diseases, an' eb'ry sort o' disease kin be 
cured by 'bout nine hundud difiunt sorts o' meder- 
sin'. Now, dat bein' de case, whar so many dead 
folks come fum ? It mus' be dat dar's some right 
sharp Ijin' done 'bout dese 'ere patunt physics. Las' 
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week one o^ dese patunt physic men come ^long an' 
try to sell Brer Josh Tompkins a bottle o' stuff to 
cure de roomatiz. Now, Brer Josh done tried ebry- 
thing for dat roomatiz, eben down to cuttin' orf a 
inch o' his dorg's tail an' buryin' it under de front 
steps ; so when dat man come 'long it pesterin' him ' 
up right sharp. Well, he up an' said to Brer Josh, 
" Old man, dis thing will make you clean well ; I'll 
warrant dis physic." I was settin' close by, an' I 
jes' said to him, " Well, boss, you kin warrant dat 
physic, but I'll warrant Brer Josh's roomatiz." Den 
de man got mad, an' 'gun to cuss 'roun' loose, an' 
say ef I come dar to bus' up his trade he'd w'ar me 
to a frazzle. Now, de nater ob a insult 'pen's right 
sharp on de size o' de man dat gib' it ; so I jes' made 
'lowance for de man's high temper, an' de size o' de 
frog in his arm, an' I lef ' him an' Brer Josh talkin' 
togedder. But, still, I think dar's heap too much 
physic in de wul'. 

Dey's got new-fangle' ways o' cuttin' wheat, an' 
puUin' up stumps, an' forkin' up hay, an' plowin' 
Ian', an dey seem to git 'long faster an' better by de 
new plan ; but when it come to brakin' an' han'lin' a 
mule, 'tain't but one way to go at it, an' nigger know 
it better dan anybody else. You can't fix up no 
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labor-savin' doin's when it come to managin' an' 
'structifyin' a mule; you jes' got de job right squar* 
befo' you, an* 'tain't no gittin' roun' it. You kin fix 
up reapers dat do eb'rything 'cep' to grind de wheat 
an' bake it into biskits^ an' you kin fix up a plow 
dat you kin ride on jes' like you was gwine to de 
meetin' -house, but de mule jes' stagnates all dat sort 
o' bizniss. He's jes' 'zaekly one thing, an' you 
couldn't no mo' change him dan you could wash orf 
de streaks roun' a coon-tail. All de I'arnin' a mule 
got he was born wid, an' tryin' to stuff* any mo' into 
him is jes' like tryin' to make him take a dose o' 
mean physic. 

It don't he'p a man to be sentenced to de pen- 
tech'ry in a fine brick cote-'ouse. 

De wren make her nes' on de groun', an' de 
morkin'-bird make her nes' up de tree ; one got to 
run de resk o' de storm, an' tudder one got to run 
de resk o' de snake. 

'Arly fros' dat bite de leabes sometimes scorch 
de young chimly-swallers. 

De nigger dat want to git orf to hisse'f whar he 
won't be pestered wid white folks, is sort o' like de 
man dat was so glad he didn't hab no hogs to 
feed.- 
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You can't medjer de height ob a tree by de 
shudder dat it fling. 

One thing dat aggervates de old fuss 'twix' de 
cat an' de dorg is de fac' dat dey jjofe got a hank- 
erin' arter de same sort o' meat. 

De goat an' de mule got different ways o' fight- 
in' an' doin' mischuf ; de goat take better aim, but 
de mule shoot quicker an' load faster. 

Dey say dat a rose would smell jes',de same ef 
you call it sumfin' else ; but dat ain't no reason why 
a hones' man ought to feel jes' as well ef you call 
him a rascal ; an' 'tain't no reason why a jestis' o' 
de peace oughtn't to mind it ef you took an' call 
him a corn-doctor. De bes' plan is to call folks an' 
things by de right names. Dat's de plum gquar' 
thing to do, an' eb'rybody ought to stick up to it an' 
try to keep fum makin' mistakes. Ef a gent'iuun 
go in a barber shop an' set down in a cheer to wait 
for his turn, an' den some stranger come in an' go 
up to him an' ax for a shavin'; why, de thing is 
sort o' rilin', aldo de stranger may be puffeckly 
hones' 'bout it. Try to know 'fo' you speak, 'cause 
'tis mighty often heap cheaper dan to put orf know- 
in' tell arter you done spoke. De man dat keeps a 
good holt on his tongue ain't half so ap' to git jolted 
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gwine long de road as de man dat talks all de time 
jes' for de fun o' de thing. 

De nakid troof kin stan' heap o' bad grammar ; 
but a lie gin'ully got to be dressed up nice Yo' it 
kin do much. 

What you kin I'arn a nigger 'bout han'lin' a 
mule ain't wuf payin' for. 

De time to shingle your house is enju'in' de dry 
wedder. 

De sort o' perliteness dat make de rattlesnake 
rattle 'fo' he hit you is mos'ly wasted in dis wul\ 

De fishe'man dat stick his pole in de bank an' 
go to sleep, will wake up wid plenty o' strenk to 
tote his fish home. 

A smart man don't try to medjer hisse'f by de 
size o' de town dat he lib in ; one ear o' corn don't 
full up de half-bushel. 

'Tis a funny thing 'bout human nater dat a sick 
man will sometimes git proud o' his sickness. 

Ef it could be right to use counterfeit money 
any way in de wul, bettin' on 'lections would be 
'bout de properes' way to git rid ob it. 

'Tain't always de talles' tree dat gib de mos' 
shade. 

New sto' clo'es is mighty nice things to hab' on ; 
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dey don't only make you look better, but dey he'p 
de eyesight o' your frien's; when you dressed up 
dey kin see you way orf yonder in a thick fog heap 
better dan dey kin see you on a cFar day right close 
up to 'em wid your corn-fieP suit on. 'Sides dat, 
new clo'es make your jokes heap funnier an' he'p 
you 'long pow'ful. 

Did you ebber consider ef it don't go right hard 
wid de steer to be whipped wid de skin o' his dead 
neighbor, an' mebbe ob his dead br udder? 

'Casionally fine clo'es kiver up plenty o' muscle. 
You kin git at de pint o' dis fac' by lettin' a red-bird 
peck your finger. 

'Tis 'stonishin' how many folks use to know de 
grandaddy ob a lucky man. 

De man dat pull somebody else's watermilion 
ain't doin' much wus' dan de man dat he'p him lif ' 
it ober de fence; an' de nigger dat go fishin' on 
Sunday ain't doin' much wus' dan de white man dat 
set by him an' tell him when to juk. 

When de sto'-keeper is so mighty willin' to 
warrant a pa'r o' shoes, you may know he want to 
git rid ob 'em pow'ful bad. 

You better not trus' de hind legs ob a bad mule 
jes 'cause de animul look sick. A mule kin look a 
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mighty lonesome an* miserbul widout bein' sick 
enough to loss much power. 

Don't promise your vote in too big a hurry; it 
might spile your fun at de bobbykew. 

Eben de animul dat git de bes' ob a cat-fight 
don* hab much to hurrah over. 

Dar's some curisome diffunces 'twix' bein* rich 
an' bein' po'. When de preserdent o* de bank but- 
ton his coat up to his chin, folks say he puttin* on 
big style ; when a lame tramp button his co^t up to 
his chin, folks say he ain't got on no shut. 

* 

Eb'ry dorg ain't lame dat run on th'ee legs. 

Kunnin' for orfis is mighty like ketchin' drif '- 
wood on de ribber-bank. 

It look like de town goat got a morgidge on 
life. 

Ef de short cut take you froo de brier-patch, you 
better go roun' de road. 

De tas'e ob a green 'simmon is like a heap o' 
things dat we hear '^ut — it's mighty hard to keep 
it a secret when you done jes' find it out. 

'Twon't do to set your watch by your appetite. 

De chu'ch-member got a right good stock o' 
grace on han' when he keep out de circus wid a free 
ticket in his pocket 
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Dar^s some folks dat ought to keep deir looks a 
secret jes' much as dey kin; an' what dem sort o' 
folks want to hab deir picters took for is mo' 'an I 
kin tell. 

De blackbird better not pick de crow-nes' to 
take a nap on. 

'Tis 'stonishin' how much oneasiness kin creep 
into a man froo one little hole in his breeches. 

De hungry crow dat unnertake to eat a libe owl 
all by his lone se'f is mighty ap' to git 'nough owl 
to las' him for some time. 

It ain't yit been diskivered what is 'zackly de 
right time o 'ear for prodjidtin' wid a mad hornit. 

Dar's right sharp happerness in some places 
whar you wouldn't be ap' to look for it. A feller 
wid de itch hab's some fun scratchin'; an' lots o' 
pills kin be wropped up in sugar. 

A gran' jury would make a good eye-doctor for 
de man dat's so near-sighted he can't tell de mark 
on a hog-ear. 

Sometimes a man wid lots o' sense won't let you 
know it; but when a man is a plum fool, he gen'blly 
thinks de secret is too good to keep, an' he jes' tells 
it eb'ry whar. A right empty head is a mighty loud 
gong. 



\ 
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De man dat always kin tell ef it gwine to rain 
to-morrow don't gin'uUy pay 'nough 'tention to 
what's happenin' to-day. 

Don't study too much 'bout de nex' mud-hole^ 
'ten' to de one you got your foot in. 

It looks sort o' curisome when a man dat kin 
tell you what de stars made out o', let in an' dig a 
rabbit out a hole in de groun', an' find out 'tis a 
polecat. 

De grass an' de corn gwine to grow togedder. 
De richer de Ian', de mo' hoein' you got to do. 
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UNCLE GABE AT THE CORN- 
SHUCKING. 

De stars is blinkin' up above, de brightes' ebber 
seen; 

De shucks behin', de com befo', de niggers in be- 
tween; 

Keep a-grabbin' at de ears ; keep a-trimmin' down 
de pile ; 

We^U scratch erlong an' worry to de bottom arter- 
while: 

We's gwine to hab some singin' little later in de 
night. 

(Dem fellers doin' radder too much co'tin' on de 
right.) 

I notis' people 'mong you dat I nebber seen befo', 
An' I miss some good old faces dat was here a year 

ago; 
Dey's clum up to de com-'ouse in de neighborhoods 

on high. 
An' I trus' dey won't be nubbins at de shuckin' in 

de sky. 
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Some stalks o' corn hab roas'in'-ears an' grow up 

straight an' tall ; 
Dey's mighty handy in de June, but nuflSn' in de fall ; 
Some folks is mighty promisin' erlong de 'arly days, 
But mighty soon to tumble down to good-for-nuffin' 

ways: 
An' to jedge o' folks, or craps o' corn, is little out o' 

reason 
Tell de frosty mornin's come an' fetch us to de 

shuckin' season. 

A nigger wid a morgidge on him plowin' cotton- 
rows. 

Is like a dorg dat w'ars a block no matter whar' he 
goes; 

A farmer on a piece o' Ian' whar' eben goobers fail, 

Is sort o' like a settin' hen dat's hatchin' out a nail ; 

An huntin' arter I'arnin' when a fool is actin' 
teacher, 

Or gwine out to de meetin' when de Debbul plays 
de preacher, — 

Is a way o' doin' bizniss dat is mos' too much for 
me. 

An' like clammin' arter 'simmons up a sycomore 
tree I 
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Now stick up to de pile o' corn ; keep shuckin' right 

along, 
An' eb'pybody follow when you hear me lift de 

song. 
Yi ! yi ! dat feller'i^ndin* to de likely gals beside 

him; 
De moonlight come out sort o' quick an* all at once 

I spied him ; 
Befo' you try dat thing ag'in, wait tell we start de 

chune, 
An* you better medjer orf de cloud dat*s slidin* 

'cross de moon. 
Now cl'ar your th'oats an' he'p me jes' sing a song 

or two ; 
We'll start out wid de " Johnson Grals" an see what 

we kin do : 

JOHNSON GALS. 

(Song by Uncle Gabe, all the corn-shucking company join- 
ing in the chorus.) 

Oh ! 'tain't nuflSn' 'tall like de Johnson gals, 

For dey bangs all de county out 1 
Folks on de Creek gwine to look mighty sharp 

When de Johnson gals come 'bout ; 
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Dey libs in de quarters on de j'inin' place^ 
Right close to de en' o' de lane ; 

Dey's sweet as a hole in de 'lasses-bar'l, 
An' nice as de sugar-cane ! 



CHORUS. 

Den cl'ar de track for de Johnson gals 1 

Johnson gals ! ! 
Johnson gala ! ! ! 

Oh ! cl'ar de track for de Johnson gals 1 

Johnson gals is de gals for me! ! 

Oh ! nigger wuk hard in de new groun' trac', 

An' he git mighty tired in de plantin' ; 
But he sing jes' same as a frog in de swamp^ 

When de ebenin' sun go to slantin' ; 
No matter ef de plow-p'int hit 'g'in' de rocks, 

An' de day git hot as it please, — 
He know he gwine to see dem Johnson gals 

When de moon clammin' up froo de trees I 

De morkin' sing when de bright day breakin', 
An' he wake up de bushes all aroun' ; 

But he ain't half sweet as de old whipperwill, 
Dat sing when de sun gone down 1 



UNCLE GABE AT THE CORN-SHUCKING, 77 

De morkin^ tell you when to hitch up de team, 
An he call out de niggers to de hoes ; 

De whipperwill talk 'bout de Johnson gals, 
'Cause he sing when de moon done rose ! 1 

Den' far' you well, Miss Susie, dear, — . 

Far' you well. Miss Jane ! 
I gwine out to see dat sweet bunch o' gals 

Dat lib at de en' o' de lane I 
Far' you well, my old true love, — 

I ain't got time to stay ! 
I been out long wid de Johnson gals, 

An' dey stole my heart away ! 

(At this stage of the musical entertainment, Uncla Gabe 

was accidentally struck on the head by an ear of corn, thrown 

from the hand of some one sitting behind him. The intei;- 

ruption called forth something like the following parenthetical 

observation in stalwart prose : " Lookee ^ere 1 what club-foot 

vilyun flung dat corn? You kin. shuck jes* as well widout 

bu's'in' de bark dat way I You settin' in de wrong place, 

'way back dar, anyhow I Ef you piny woods niggers can't 

tell de top o' my head fum de pile o' clean corn, you better 

go home ; an' ef you ain't got 'nough strenk in your arm to 

pitch a ear o'corn ten foot, you better lay down an' res' awhile I 

Brer Ab, you lif ' de nex' chune; my head gone to yoonin 

same as a bumler-bee nes' 1") 

7» 



i 
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DE BLACKBERRY TIME. 

'Tis nice to go huntin* for 'possum and coon 
In de fall o' de 'ear by de light o' de moon ; 
De 'simnjons is good when dey gits in deir prime, 
But nuffin' comes up to de blackberry time 1 
'Tis de bandies' season dat ebber was made, 
An' it takes all de life out de pickle-pork trade ! 
An' de fellers dat gits a good libbin' up norf 
By saltin' deir middlin's an' shippin' 'em orf ; 
Would drap out de bizniss an' moobe to de rear, 
Ef de blackberry season could las'" all de 'ear ! 



TERPSICHORE IN THE QUARTERS. 

Listen when I call de figgers I Watch de music es 

you go 1 
Chassay forrard ! (Now look at 'em 1 some too fas' 
# an' some too slow !) 
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Step out when I gibs de order ; keep up eben wid 

de line ; 
What's got in dem lazy niggers ? Stop dat stringin' 

out behin* ! 
All go forrard to de centre ! Balance 'roun' an' den 

go back ! 
Keep on in ^le proper 'rection, right straight up an' 

down de crack ! 
Moobe up sides an' mind de .music; listen when 

you hear me speak ! . 

(Jes' look at dem Pea Ridge niggers, how dey's 

buckin' 'gin de Creek !) 
Dat's de proper action, Sambo! den you done de 

bizniss right ! 
Now show 'em how you knocked de splinters at de 

shuckin' t'udder night ; 
Try to do your lebbel bes', an' stomp it like you use 

to do! 
Jes' come down on de " Flat Creek step," an' show 

de Ridge a thing or two ! 
Now look at dat limber Jonah tryin' to tech de 

fancy fling 1 
(Who ebber seed a yaller nigger dat could 'cut de 

pidgin- wing' ?) 
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Try dat lick agiD, dar, Moses ; tell you what, dat^s 

hard to beat I 
(How kin sich a little nigger handle sich a pile o' 

feet !) 
Swing your corners I Turn your pardners ! (Tears 

de motion's gittin' slow.) 
What's de matter wid de music ? Put^me rosgum 

on dat bow ! 
Moobe up, Tom, — don't be so sleepy 1 Let 'em see 

, what you kin do ! 
Light off in de " gra'-vine-twis," an' knock de 

" double-shuffle," too I 
Gosh! dat double-j'inted Steben flings a hifalutin' 

hoof! 
He kicks de dus' plum out de planks, an' jars de 

shingles on de roof! 
Steady, now, an' check de motion ! Let de fiddler 

stop de chune ! 
I smell de 'possum froo de crack, an supper's gwine 

to call you soon ! 
De white folks come it mighty handy, waltzin' 'roun' 

so nice an' fine ; 
But when you come t(^ reg'lar danein\ niggers leabea 

'em way behin^I 
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CABIN LOVE SONG. 

I. 

Oh ! lii^ten to me, darkies^ 

I'll tell you a little story ; 
'Tis all about my true love, 

The Flat Creek mornin'-glory ! 
She's nice as any jew-drap 

Inside de open flower ; 
She's 8of 'er dan de moonshine, 

An' I lubs her eb'ry hour. 

Chorus. — Oh ! Mag is a sunflower, 

Mag is a daisy ; 
Mag is de very gal 
To run a nigger crazy I 



n. 



Her head is like de full moon. 
Her lips is sweet as a cherry ; 

Her forrud's smoov as a lookin'-glass. 
An' slick as a huckleberry ! 
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Her face is like a picter, 
Her teef is white an' pearly, 

Her eye is bright as a lightnin'-bug, 
An' her ha'r is 'mazin' curly ! 

in. 

I like to wuk de 'backer-patch 

Wid Mag right close behind me ; 
I'd like to be a 'backer-wum, 

Ef Mag could only find me ! 
I'd like to be a flock o' sheep, 

Ef Mag would dribe me 'bout ; 
I'd like to be a 'tater-slip, 

Ef Mag would set me out ! 

rv. 

I seed her for de fus' time 

In hillin' up de com ; 
She made my feelin's flutterate, 

An' now my heart is gone ! 
Oh ! I lubs her like de mischuf, 

I's bound to tell her soon. 
An' I'll cote her at de shuckin', 

On de changin' ob de moon I 
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DE YALLER CHINEE. 

(AS DISCUSSED IN THE CABIN.) 

I. 

He kin pick up a libbin' wharebber he goes 
By wukin' de railroad an' washin' ole clo'es : 
He kin lib' 'bout as cheap as a leather-wing bat, 
For he watches de rat market keen as a cat ; 
An' his boa'd an' his rations is pretty nigh free, 
For a mighty smart cuss is de yaller Chinee. 

n. 

Den, he's not gwine to keer whar' you put him to 

stay, 
An' his eatin' don't cost but a nickel a day ; 
An' he won't gib a straw for de finest hotel. 
When a slab-sided shanty will suit him as well ; 
An' a empty old box, or a holler gum-tree, 
Is a big boa'din'-house for de yaller Chinee. 

ni. 

An' he eats little mice, when de blackberries fail, 
Till de ha'r on his head gits de shape ob a tail \ 



\ 
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An' I know by his clo'es an' his snuff-cuUud face 
Dat he comes fum a scrubby an' one-gaUus race ; 
An' I's trabbled a heap, but I nebber did see 
Sich a curisome chap as de yaller Chinee. 

IV. 

Dis country was made for de whites an' de blacks^ 
For dey hoes all de com an' dey pays all de tax ; 
You may think what you choose, but de 'sertion is 

true, 
Dat de orf-cuUud furriner nebber will do ; 
For dar's heap o' tough people fum ober de sea, 
But de cussedest sort is de yaller Chinee I 

V. 

When de bumble-bee crawls in de dirt-dobber's hole 
To warm up his fingers an' git out de cole, 
Dar's gwine to be fuss in de family, sho' ! 
An' one ob de critters mus' pack up an' go ; 
An' de Chinerman's gwine to diskiver right soon 
Dat de rabbit can't lib' in a stump wid de 'coojtt ! 

a 

VI. 

When de woodpecker camps on de morkin'-bird's 

nes', 
Yoa kin tell pretty quick which kin tussle de bes' ; 
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Dar's a mighty good chance ob a skirmish ahead 
When de speckled dorg loafs ^round de tommy-cat's 

bed; 
An' dar's gwine to be racket wuf waitin' to see 
When de wukin'-man butts 'gin de yaller Chinee. 
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Jes' turn de back-log ober, dar, an' pull your stools 

up nigher, 
An' watch dat 'possum cookin' in de skillet by de 

fire: 
Lemme spread my legs out on de bricks to make my 

feelin's flow, 
An' I'll grind you out a fac' or two, to take befo' 

you go. 

Now, in dese busy wukin' days, dey's changed de 

Scripter fashions, 

An' you needn't look to mirakuls to furnish you wid. 

rations; 

8 
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Now, when you's wantin' loaves o' bread, you got to 

go an' fetch 'em. 
An' ef you's wantin' fishes, you mus' dig your wums 

an' ketch 'em ; 
ror you kin put it down as sartin dat de time is 

long gone by, 
When sassages an' 'taters use to rain fum out de sky! 



Ef you think about it keerfully, and put it to the 

tes'. 
You'll diskiver dat de safes' plan is gin'ully de bes': 
Ef you stumble on a hornet's-nes' an' make de 

critters scatter, 
You needn't stan' dar like a fool an' argerfy de 

matter ; 
An' when de yaller fever comes an' settles all aroun', 
'Tis better dan de karanteen to shuffle out o' toton I 



Dar's heap o' dreadful music in de very fines' fiddle ; 
A ripe an' meller apple may be rotten in de middle ; 
De wises' lookin' trabeler may be de bigges' fool ; 
Dar's a lot o' solid kickin' in de humbles' kind o' 
mule; 
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De preacher aint de holies' dat Vars de meekes' 

look, 
An' does de loudes' bangin' on de kiver ob de book I 

De people pays deir bigges' bills in buyin' lots an' 

lan's; 
Dey scatter all deir picayunes aroun' de pea-nut 

Stan's; 
De twenties an' de fifties goes in payin' orf deir 

rents, 
But heben an' de organ-grinder gits de copper 

cents. 

I nebber likes de cuUud man dat thinks too much o' 

eatin': 
Dat frolics froo de wukin' days, and snoozes at de 

meetin' ; 
Dat jines de Temp'ance 'Ciety, an' keeps a-gittin' 

tight. 
An' pulls his watermilions in de middle ob de 

night ! 

Dese milerterry nigger chaps, vHid muskets in deir 

ban's, 
Perradin' froo de city to de music ob de ban's, 
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Had better drop deir guns, an' go to marchiu' wid 

deir hoes, 
An' git a honest libbin' as dey chop de cojton-rows, 
Or de State may put 'em arter while to drillin' in de 

ditches, 
Wid more'n a single stripe a-runnin' 'cross deir 

breeches ! 

Well, you think dat doin' nuffin' 'tall is mighty sof ' 

an' nice. 
But it busted up de renters in de lubly Paradise I 
You see dey bofe was human bein's, jes like me an' 

you, ^ 

An' dey couldn't reggerlate deirselves wid not a 

thing to do ; 
Wid plenty wuk befo' 'em, an' a cotton crop to 

make, 
Dey'd nebber thought o' loafin' 'roun' an' chattin' 

wid de snake ! 
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POLITICS AT THE LOG-EOLLING. 

I b'lebes dat any nigger's in a sorry sort o' way 
Dat swallows all de racket dat de polerticians say ; 
For I's been a grown-up cuUud man some forty 

years or so, 
An' I's heard 'em make de same old 'sertions heap 

o' times befo'. 
Dar's lots o' cussed foolishness an' gassin', anyway, 
'Bout bustin' up de Consterchusion eb'ry 'lection- 
day; 
'Cause I gib it as de notion ob a plain an' humble 

man, 
Dat de gub'ment an' de country, too, is tough 

enough to stan'. 
I nebber takes more pdertics dan one good man kin 

tote. 
An' I don't need any 'visin' when I go to drap my 

vote; 
I talks wid all de canerdates, an' tell 'em what I 

choose. 
But I goes in on de side dat gibs de biggest bobby- 

hews I 

8* 



\ 
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THEOLOGY IN THE QUARTERS. 

Now, I's got a notion in my head dat when you 

come to die, 
An' Stan' de 'zamination in de cote-house in de sky, 
You'll be 'stonished at de questions dat de angel's 

gwine to ax 
When he gits you on de witnessHstan' an' pin you to 

de fac's ; 
'Cause he'll ax you mighiy closely 'bout your doin's 

in de night. 
An' de watermilion question's gwine to bodder you 

a sight ! 
Den your eyes'U open wider dan dey eber done 

befo'. 
When he chats you 'bout a chicken-scrape dat hap- 
pened long ago I 
De angels on de picket-line erlong de Milky Way 
Keeps a-watchin' what you're dribin' at, an' hearin' 

what you say ; 
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No matter what you want to do, no matter whar' 
you's gwine, 

Dey's mighty ap' to find it out an' pass it 'long de 
line; 

An' of en at de meetin', when you make a fuss an' 
laugh, 

Why, dey send de news a-kitin' by de golden tele- 
graph ; 

Den de angel in de orfis, what's a-settin' by de gate, 

Jes' reads de message wid a look an' claps it on de 
slate I 

Den you better do your juiy well an' keep your 

conscience clear, 
An' keep a lookin' straight ahead an' watchin' whar' 

you steer ; 
'Cause arter while de time'U come to journey fum 

de Ian', 
An' dey'll take you way up in de a'r an' put you on 

de stan'; 
Den you'll hab to listen to de clerk an' answer 

mighty straight, 
Ef you ebber 'spec' to trabble froo de alaplaster 

gate! 
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BANJO SONG. 

De cloud is scattered all awaj^ 

De stars is shinin^ bright; 
My heart is mighiy light and gay, — 

T& gwine abroad to-night ; 
De darkies gwine to 'spec' me, 

An' I knows dey'U want a song ; 
An' I nebber likes to fool 'em. 

So I'll take de banjer 'long ; 

Chorus. — ^For I's gwine to de shuckin', 
For I's gwine to de shuckin', 
For I's gwine to de shuckin' ob de corn. 

Oh, I'll tell 'em at de shuckin' 

'Bout de little gal o' mine. 
In her pretty little shanty 

On de Allerbamer line ; 
Her eyes is like de Jack-er-lantem, 

Sweet enough to kill ; 
An' when she starts to sing a song. 

She beats de whipperwill I 
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An' when she hunts de hick'ry-nuts, 

She mighty nice to see, 
'Cause she beats de raccoon all to pieces 

Clammin' up de tree ; 
Her teef does shine so mighty white 

Dey sparkle in de dark, 
An' dey make de sweetest music 

When dey mash de scaly-bark ! 

An' when de darkness comes at night 

An' kivers up de sky, 
Why, she kindles up a fire 

Wid de brightness ob her eye ; 
Den she gadders up a pile o' wood 

Fum out de cyp'us-brake. 
An' gits de skillet orf de she'f 

To cook de Johnny-cake ! 

De time is slippin' fas' away, — 

I see de risin' moon; 
I ought to be down at de com-'ouse 

Knockin' out a chune ; 
So I'll git my coat fum out de chis' 

An' moobe along de way ; 
Oh, 'twill make dem darkies happy 

When dey hear de banjer play I 
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SONG OF THE SPRING. 

De springtime is on us^ an' de March wind squallin' ; 
De log-rollin' comin', an' de dead trees fallin' ; 
De Ian' is dryin', an' de new-groun's callin', 

Callin' mighty strong ! 
De red-head peckerwood is beatin' an' a-drummin', 
De butterflies swarmin', an' de bumble-bee hummin', 
De apple-trees buddin', an' de peach-blossoms comin', 

Comin' right erlong ! 

• 

De breeze keep a-blowin', an' de pine-trees rockin'^ 
De sap-sucker peckin' an' de yaller-hammer knockin', 
De bullfrog is jumpin', an' de blackbirds flockin', 

Flockin' up de tree ! 
Don't you hear de music dat de springtime bringin'? 
De fiel's gittin' green, an' de bushes keep a-ringin'; 
De sparrer-hawk is sailin',an' de morkin'-bird singin', 

Singin' mighty free I 

Oh ! wake up, wake up, 'arly in de mornin', 
De time is a-comin' for to git dat corn in ; 
^ y 9 
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Gro^ hitch dem mules while de daylight dawnin', 

Dawnin' in de sky ; 
Go, git dem plows when de teams done drinkin' ; 
Start dat plantin' while de jew-drops blinkin' ; 
An' wuk tell de ebenin' sun go to sinkin', 

Sinkin' bime-by ! 



PLANTATION REVEILLE. 

De stars is palin', 
De moonshine failin', 

De night-time meltin Vay ; 
We's close to de mornin', 
Dar's signs o' de dawnin', 

An' de rooster crowin' for day 1 

You better be, wakin' 
While de hoe-cake bakin', 

An' de sweet-'taters roas'in' in de fire; 
De time gone for nappin', 
An' we got to go to crappin' 

When de daybieak git little nigher I 
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Better git to de medder 
When de eas' git redder, 

For nigger ainH got time to wait ; 
You better be gwine, 
Wid de bes' plow-line, 

An' lay dem corn-furrers straight I 



EVENING SONG. 

De cows is a-comin' an' de daytime scootin ; 
De sky gittin' darker, an' de big owl hootin' ; 
You kin soon see de bright stars fallin' an' a- 

shootin', 
An' hear de old huntin'-horn blowin' an' a-tootin'. 

Hi O, Miss Dinah dear, 
Listen to de song I 

Hi O, Miss Dinah dear, 
Ts comin' right erlong. 

De Seben Stars gittin' up higher an' higher, 
De supper-time comin' on nigher an' nigher ; 
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Gwine to cote Miss Dinah by de hickory fire, 
An roos' dem 'taters while I settin' down by her 1 

I's gwine to tell her sumfin' dat 'ell flusterate her, 
As we snatch dem peelings, when it git little later I 
Oh ! naffin's so handy to de black folks' nater 
As de 'possum-gravy on a roasted 'tater ! 

You gwine to make me wait too late, I fear ; 
De time is jes' a-slippin', an' I better take keer ; 
For de full moon's clammin' up, an' gittin' mighty 

near. 
An' callin' out de stars like deir oberseer I 



SUNSET SONG. 

Cat-bibd singin' in de bamboo brier; 

(Bound de corn, Miss Dinah I) 
Tell you what, de sundown inchin' up nigher; 

(Sound de com, Miss Dinah I) 
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De oak-tree shadow is a-growin' mighty tall ; 

(Bound de com, Miss Dinah !) 
Gwine to stop dis colter when the jew-drops fall ; 

(Round de oorn^ Miss Dinah !) 
Muskeeter practersin' his ebenin' chune ; 

(Bound de corn, Miss Dinah !) 
Kaccoon waitin' for de risin' o' de moon ; 

(Round de corn^ Miss Dinah !) 
Gwine to feel mighty happy when de 'taters grow 
bigger; 

(Round de corn, Miss Dinah !) 
Squ'el for de white folks, 'possum for de nigger ; 

(Round de corn, Miss Dinah !) 
Frogs in de big swamp holPin' all togedder ; 

(Round de corn, Miss Dinah !) 
Old cow comin' from de new-groun' medder ; 

(Round de corn. Miss Dinah !) 
Gwine to stop dis plowin' when I git froo feedin'; 

(Round de com, Miss Dinah !) 
Stars gwine to foUer whar de new moon leadin' ; 

(Round de com, Miss Dinah !) 
I 'mos' kin see dem little foots walkin' ; 

(Round de corn. Miss Dinah !) 
I 'mos' kin hear dat little tongue talkin'; 

(Round de com, Miss Dinah I) 
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I feel mighty happy when de big sun sinkin' ; 

(Round de corn^ Miss Dinah !) 
I 'mos' kin see dem shiny eyes blinkin' 1 

(Round de corn, Miss Dinah !) 



f 



SPRINGTIME SONG. 

De old black snake is warmin' up, 

An' crawlin' out his hole ; 
I hears a mighty libely racket 

Round de martin-pole ; 
I tell you what, de wukin' time 

Is comin' on us soon, 
For don't you hear dat big bullfrog 

A-practersin' a chune ? 

Chorus. — I feel de springtime in de breeze, 

De freezin' weather's gone ; 
De blooms is bustin' out de trees, — 
'Tis time to drap de corn I 

De apple-trees is blossomin', 
De buds is on de vine ; 
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De black-jack tree is wakin' up 

An' chessin' mighty fine ; 
De birds is hoppin' 'bout de limbs, 

An' singin' mighty free ; 
De butterfly is knockin' round 

Beside de bumble-bee ! 

Dar's plenty wuk for all to do, — 

We's got to break de groun' ; 
Den hang de banjer on de wall, 

An' block de 'possum houn' J 
Go, git up all de s'ingle-trees. 

An' push up libely, now ; 
For yonder lays de new-groun' trac', 

It's waitin' for de plow ! 

Jes' come dis way an' stop awhile 

When Monday rolls aroun'. 
You'll see dis nigger 'hind de plow, 

An' steppin' orf de groun' ; 
Ob all de darkies you kin find, 

No matter whar you go, 
You bet he dribes de slickes' team. 

An' runs de straightes' row I 
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COTTON-PICKING SONG. 

Eb'ry nigger to his row, 
Keep a grabbin' as you go, 

Keep a-piekin' till de sun goes down ; 
For de fieP is mighty white. 
An' de weather mighty bright, 

An^ de cotton is a-fallin' on de groun' 1 

Oh ! de Allerbamer crowd 
Keeps a-braggin' mighty loud, — 

Say dey gwine to out-pick creation ; 
Dey's pushin' 'gin' de Creek 
For de balance ob de week. 

But I bet on de old Plantation I 

Keep up steady in line, 
Don't you ebber drap behin' ; 

For I's gwine to keep you pickin' by de rule ; 
Oh ! you musn't stop to blow 
Tell you finish orf your row, — 

Dat's de way to lift de morgidge orf de mule 1 
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Fs nebber gwine to roam 
Fum my happy little home ; 

Fs not a-gwine to leabe it any mo' ; 
Oh ! let me lib' an' die 
'Neaf de sunshiny sky, 

'Way down where de cotton-stalks grow I 



CHIMIN' BELLS, 

Don't you hear de soun' 
Dat de breeze is totin' 'roun' ? 

'Tis de ringin' o' de Sunday bells ; 
'Tis tfabblin' eb'rywhar' 
Froo de sunshiny a'r 

Tis de music o' de chimin' bells 1 

'Tis callin' mighty sweet, 
'Tis axin' you to meet, 

'Tis de message o' de Sunday bells ; 
Oh, sinner, don't you hear 
Dat happy soun' so cleer ? 

'Tis de music o' de chimin' bells 1 
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De angels in de sky 

Gwine to listen from on high 

At de ringin' o' de Sunday bells ; 
Dey's gwine to cPar deir th'oats 
When dey hear de blessed notes 

Dat's risin fum de chimin' bells ! 

Old Satun gwine to stan' 
An' he'll drap his fryin'-pan 
^ When he listen to de Sunday bells ; 

He'll be shakin' full o' fears, 
Wid his fingers in his ears, 

At de music o' de chimin' bells 1 



THE OLD SHIP OF ZION. 

Oh ! eb'rything's ready. 
An' de breeze is steady. 

An' folks keep a-crowdin' to de gospel ship ; 
'Tis de bes' time to ride 
On de Jordan tide, — 

Par's no use o' waitin for de 'scursion trip ! 
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Dey's chuDkin' at de fire, 

An' de smoke is risin' higher, — 

'Tis dangersome to wait tell you hear de whistle 
blow! 
Jes' come right erlong 
To de aDgel song, 

An' check your baggage to de golden sho' 1 

Oh I don't you want to sail 
In de hebenly gail, 

An' jine in de music ob de kingdom ban' ? 
Don't you want to float 
On de gran' old boat, 

Wid your fus'-class tickets to de promise' Ian'? 

Dey's loos'nen de line, 
An' soon she'll be gwine. 

For yonder comes de deck-hands to push her orf 
de bank ! 
She's a-puflSn' ! she's a-puffin' I 
An' she nebber waits for nuffin' I 

Better git aboa'd, sinners, fo' dey dey pvM in de 
plank I 
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FROM THE NIGHT-MEETING. 

Oh ! hurry up, sinner, 'tis time for to go, 
You better cross de Jordan Yo' de oberflow I 
De cloud is in de sky. 
An' de storm is gittin' nigh. 

An' you better cross de Jordan 'fo' de oberflow 1 

Don't you see dem rain-draps a-fallin' ? 
Don't you hear dem angels a-callin' ? 
Oh I de old boat 'ill do 
To pull you safe froo, 

An' 'taint no danger jo' stallin' ! 

Oh ! come erlong, mourner, you better not wait ; 
I's gittin' mighty 'fraid you'll be too late ; 
Oh ! sinner, nebber mind 
What you leabe behind, — 

Jes' so dey Ian' you at de kingdom gate 1 

Oh ! you better cross de Jordan 'fo' de oberflow, 
An' stan' whar de hebenly breezes blow ; 
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For de rain is oomin' down, 
An' washin' up de groan'. 

An' 70a better cross de Jordan 'fo' de oberflow ! 



EXHORTATION IN THE COLORED 

MEETING. 

My sinner frien', yon's gwine too far, 

Yon's mshin' down below, 
Whar de fire's gwine to singe your h'ar. 

An' make you puff an' blow. 
Oh I de debbul's cuttin' oak an' pine. 

An' firin' up for you ; 
I tell you what, you better min', 

Dat dreadful bobbykew ! 
Oh I dar's a mighty doleful Ian', 

An' awful doin's in it ; 
De eberlastin' fryin'-pan 

Is heatin' eb'ry minute I 
You better 'scape dat awful en'. 

You better 'scape dat burnin' ; 

Oh ! hump yourse'f, my sinner frien', 

Now's de time for turnin' I 

10 
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JUDGING BY APPEARANCES. 

You may notch it on de palin's as a mighty resky 

plan 
To make your judgment by de clones dat kivers up 

• a man; 
For I hardly needs to tell you how you oflen come 

ercross 
'A fifty-dollar saddle on a twenty-dollar hoss. 
An', wukin' in de low-groun's, you diskiver, as you 

go, 
Dat de fines' shuck may hide de meanes' nubbin in 

a row! 

I think a man has got a mighty slender chance for 

heben 
Dat holds on to his piety but one day out o' seben ; 
Dat talks about de sinners wid a heap o' solemn 

chat, 
An' nebber draps a nickel in de missionary hat ; 
Dat's foremost in de meetin'-house for raisin' all de 

chunes, 
But lays aside his 'ligion wid his Sunday pantaloons ! 
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I nebber judge o^ people dat I meets along de way 
By de places whar dey come fum an^ de houses whar 

dey stay ; 
For de bantam chicken^s awful fond o^ roostin' 

pretty high, 
An' de turkey-buzzard sails above de eagle in de 

sky; 
Dey ketches little minners in de middle of de sea, 
An' you finds de smalles' 'possum up de bigges' kind 

o' tree I 
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PLANTATION SONG. 



No use talkin' 'bout de Big Bend gals, 

Dat lib on de county line ; 
For Betsey Jane fum de Prairie Place 

Jes leabes 'em 'way behine. 
Oh I you nebber could find sich a likely 'ooman 

Ef you sarch out all creation ; 
She beat eb'rything in de Flat Creek Quarters, 

An' she clean out de old plantation. 
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She totes herself like a flyin' squirrel, 

An' she lam out de niggers kll aroun' ; 
An' lor, how the jew-draps git orf de grass 

When she drap dem foots on de groun' I 
She's nice as a right meller apple on de tree, 

An' she look mighty pretty and snug ; 
Her mouf 's jes as sweet as de corncob stopper 

Dat come out de 'lasses jug. 

Bumble-bee light on de red clover bloom, 

'Possum eat 'simmons in de fall ; 
Robin ketch de fishin'-wum out in de fiel', 

An' mule chaw his corn in de stall ; 
Big hawk watch whar de little chicken scratchin' ; 

Spider look out for de fly ; 
Nigger stan' still an' he bow an' he scrape 

When he see dat gal go by I 

Calf come lopin' when de old cow call him, 

'Possum-dog run to de horn ; 
Gra'-vine clam up de tall oak tree. 

An' mornin'-glory wrop 'round de com ; 
Nigger turn round an' he come mighty quick 

When he hear dat pretty girl laugh, 
An' she hang on his arm like de vine on de tree 

When dey bofe go walkin' down de paff I 
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Her eyes gib light like a fox-fire chunk, 

Her teef all white as de snow ; 
Niggers in de cotton-patch keep lookin' back 

When dey see her come choppin' out de row ; 
She gwine to crowd de hands when de crab-grass 
growin', 

An^ she kill all de weeds as she go : 
An^ she kiver up de furrer wid a cloud o' dus', 

When she bus' dem clods wid her hoe 1 



DE BRAN NEW GAL, 

I SEEN her in de low-groun's 

A-forkin' up de hay ; 
She look so mighty lubly 

Dat she stole my heart away ! 
Dar's lots o' likely 'ooman folks 

All pretty as de day, — 

But nuflSn' like de bran new gal 

A-forkin' up de hay ! 
h 10* 



i 



114 VNCLE OABE'S SONGS, 

She^s jes^ as sweet as a bee-tree, 

An^ charmin^ all de same ; 
She come from Allerbamer State, 

An' Rosy is her name ! 
Oh, it urnke you feel so curisome 

Whenebber she go by, 
For she totes a sight o' lightnin* 

In de corner ob her eye ! 

She's libely as a butterfly 

A-floppin' in de breeze ; 
She's jolly as a Juny-bug 

A-sailin' 'mongst de trees ; 
Oh, wouldn't you be a fat'nin'-horg, 

Ef Rosy had to feed you ? 
Oh, wouldn't you be a cotton-row 

Ef Rosy had to weed you ? 



I 



COAL-BLACK KATE. 116 



COAL-BLACK KATE. 

Dar^s nuffin^ in de Hill Place quarters 

Like my darlin' coal-black Kate ; 
She was fetched up 'mongst de mountains 

In old Firginny State : 
She^s pretty as a bloomin' jimpson-weed 

Jes^ washed orf by de rain ; 
She^s nice as a watermilion, 

An' sweet as de sugar-cane ! 

She goes to de Cross Koad dances^ 

So frolicsome an' gay ; 
To see her hoppin' 'cross de flo' 

It takes my bref away ! 
She's plump as any fat'nin' horg, 

She's nimble as a squ'el ; 
An' de way she makes dis darky feel, 

Oh ! 'twouldn't do to tell ! 
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DE QUEEN (y DE QUARTERS. 

De daylight's done gone clean away, 

An' de darkness comin' fas' ; 
De ebenin' star is blinkin' out, 

An' de jew is on de grass ; 
I's gwine to curry down dis mule, 

An' den I'll see my Dinah ; 
Dar's a old log cabin round de hill, 

An' dat's de place I'll fin' her ! 

Chorus. — ^You may s'arch de Ian' 
On eb'ry han'. 

An' pick all de nices' daughters ; 
But she's de sweetes'. 
She's de neates', 
She's de queen o' de quarters ! 



De weeds had better look out 
When Dinah grabs de hoe ; 

De dus' is gwine to rise up 
When Dinah chops de row ; 
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J)e grass is mighty ap' to die 

Whar' Dinah steps erlong ; 
De meetin'-house is gwine to shake 

When Dinah lifts de song ! 

She's active as a flyin'-squ'el, 

She's mighty hale an' hearty ; 
She beats out all de likely gals 

At eb'ry dancin' party ; 
An' when she tries de " back-step," 

She does de thing in style ; 
An' it looks jes' like de day-break 

When Dinah gibs a smile I 



DE MORKIN'-BIRD, 

De morkin'-bird is wukin' hard, 
He ain't got time to res', 

He's totin' timber up de tree, 
An layin' orf a nes' ; 



118 UNCLE GABE'S SONGS. 

^— - - — 

He don't want any cyp'us lorgs, 
An' don't want any bricks. 

But he's gwine to make a little house 
Wid nuflSn' 'tall but sticks. 

He's de cutes' little carpenter 

Dat ebber knocked a nail. 
An' when he fastens on a job 

He's not a-gwine to fail ; 
Now he's fixin' up a place to stay, 

An' gwine to lib in siyle, 
An' he'll hab a little family 

To show you arter while ! 

Oh ! I lub to see him hoppin' 'round, 
• An' lub to hear him sing, 

'Cause he unnerstan's de bizniss, 

An' he makes de bushes ring ; 
You kin hear him in de mornin'. 

For he gits up mighty soon, 
An' he beats de Sunday meetin' 

In de tumin' ob a chune I 
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MR. FOX^S DINING-DAY. 

Mes. Goose she went to de fieP o' corn, 

An' she see Mr. Kabbit by de 'arly dawn ; 

Den she say, " Mr. Eabbit, oh, what does you think ? 

When I went to de branch to git me a drink, 

Mr. Fox he come right ^long dat way. 

An' he 'vite me out to de dinin'-day ! 

He bow down low for a how-dy-do, 

An' he ax me to fotch all de young ones, too !" 

Mr. Rabbit he stop an' he look round quick, 

An' he lean hisse'f on his walkin'-stick ; 

Den he say, " Mrs. Goose, don't know some way 

To let me go to de dinin'-day ?" 

Mrs. Goose she say, " Mr. Rabbit, you see, 

Mr. Fox want fus'-class folks like me !" 

Mr. Rabbit he say, " You kin fix an' go ; 

Mr. Fox gwine to 'spec' your fam'ly, sho' I 

He'll 'vite you in, an' de chillun, too, 

An' wring your neck for a how-dy-do I 

He'll hit you a lick on top o' de head. 

An' stuff your clo'es in de feather-bed ; 
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He'll pick you clean, an' put you 'way. 

An' eat you up at de holiday ! 

An' he'll strut in de front-po'ch, all erlone, 

An' pick his toof wid a sharp goose-bone I 

Good-by, Mrs. Goose ! now, you better not stay, — 

Go, fix up nice for de dinin'-day !" 

Mr. Rabbit he start, an' he walk orf quick, 

An' he punch on de groun' wid his walkin'-stick. 



SQUIRREL AND RABBIT. 

Mr. Squ'el he run up de scaly-bark tree 

An' say, "Mr. Rabbit, don't you wish you was 

me?" 
Mr. Rabbit he hide in de hen-nes' grass, 
For he see dat squ'el-dorg comin^ ^long fas' ; 
An' he say, " Mr. Squ'el, I wouldn't be you, 
'Cause I 'fraid you'll swim in de Sunday stew !" 

Mr. Squ'el he set on a swingin' lim', 
An^ be ax Mr. Rabbit jea' to look at him ; 



\ 
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An' he say, " Mr. Rabbit, ob !* when did you see, 
In all your life, sich a feller as me?" 
Mr. Rabbit he laugh an' he say, " Mr. Squ'el, 
De white folks like your tas'e too well !" 

Mr. Squ'el he wait tell de plow-hands gone, 
An' he clam right straight up a stalk o' corn ; 
Den he bite de shuck an' he look right back. 
An' he say, "Mr. Rabbit, won't you hab' some 

snack ?" 
Mr. Rabbit he say, " Oh ! you better take keer, 
'Fo' dey mix you up wid de roas'in'-ear !" 

Mr, Squ'el he say, " Come an' go wid me, — 
I'll show you mighty quick how to clam de tree I" 
Mr. Rabbit he dance an' he prance all 'roun', 
An' he holler an' laugh as he tromp de groun' ; 
An' he say, " Don't you ax me to go wid you, 
' OaiLse I Afraid you gvnne to de bobbykew I /" 
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IK3CT0R RABBIT AND MR. FOX. 

(UNCLE GABE'S SONG FOR THE CHILDREN.) 

Doctor Rabbit he lib' in a hick'ry-tree, 

In de warmes' little holler you ebber did see. 

Mr. Fox he come an' he knock at de do', 

An' he say, " Doctor Rabbit, can't yoij cure my toe ? 

I was down in de swamp an' I made a jump. 

An' I hu't my foot 'g'in' a old dead stump." 

Doctor Rabbit he say, " Mr. Fox, don't you know 

I ain't got de physic dat 'ill cure your toe? 

Ef your foot hu't bad an' you feel sort o' sick. 

Old Doctor Bulldorg kin cure you quick !" 

Mr. Fox he think, an' he gib' a smile. 

An' he say, " Ef you let me in little while 

I'll see your folks, but I won't stay long. 

An' I'll dance you a jig an' sing you a song." 

Doctor Rabbit he say, " Ef you dance some fus'. 

You kin come in an' eat some light-bread crus'." 

Mr. Fox he start an' he turn all 'roun'. 

An' he prance an' he back-step ober de groun' ; 

Den he straighten his legs an' he jump up high, 

An^ de das' did rise an' de grabbles did fly; 
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He r^ar an^ he skip an' he hop an' he scuffle, 
An' he come right down to de old double-shuffle ; 
An' he dance an' he pitch wid all his might, 
An' Doctor Kabbit laugh jes' to see sich a sight ! 
Mr. Fox he stop den to pant an' blow, 
An' he say, " Doctor Rabbit, won't you open dat 

do' I" 
Doctor Babbit he say, " Ef 'twon't take long, 
Jes' wait tell I hear you sing your song." 
Mr. Fox he grunt an' he gib' a cough ; 
Den he cross his legs an' he et^trt right orf : — , 

" Whipperwill sing when de daylight gone ; 
Blackbird come to de drappin' o' de corn ; 
Bullbat sail when de sun git low; 
Wild goose fly when de norf wind blow ; 
Mouse make nes'^ in de stack o' hay ; 
Black snake know whar de old hen lay ; 
'Possum eat supper by de light o' de moon ; 
Baccoon dance by de bullfrog's chune ; 
Squ'el clam 'bout in de big oak tree ; — 
But old Doctor Rabbit is de man for me !" 

Mr. Fox he stop den to pant an' blow. 
An' he say, " Doctor Rabbit, won't you open dat 
do'?" 
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Doctor Rabbit look down an^ he shet his eye, — 

An' he gib' a snuffle an' he start to cry ; 

Den he say, " Mr. Fox, please hurry up an' go. 

For I nebber was in sich a fix befo' ; 

Las' night while I gone to de sweet-'tater patchy 

Somebody come an' spile my front-do' latch ; 

An' I dunno how to git you inside dis tree. 

For de chillun done flung 'way de back do' key I" 

Mr. Fox set down an' he scole and he fret, 

An' he say, " Doctor Rabbit, I'll git you yet I" 

But he wheel' plum 'roun' an' he skeet down de paf, 

When he hear old Doctor Rabbit holler an' laugh ! 



HARVEST SONG. 

Whar dat boy wid de water-bucket gone? 

Time 'mos' come for de wettin' ; 
Sun shinin' hot on de niggers in de fiel' — 

Jes' look how de po' fellers sweatin' I 
I 'fraid somebody gwine to git mighty sick 

Ef day cut tell de sun go to settin' I 
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De stalk's mighty tall, an' de head's mighty full ; 

Tell you what, de crap mighty fine ; 
It make a man feel mighty happy an' good 

Jes' to see dem cutters in a line ; 
Nigger gwine to mind how he cradle dat wheat 

When de likely gal pickin' up behin' ! 

De lead-cutter stan'in' right up to de wheat. 
But his foot sort o' draggin' like dey lame ; 

De boss settin^ up on his horse in de shade, 
An' he say, " Dat nigger mighty game I" 

Nigger so tired tell he's mos' drap down, 
But he holler an' sing all de same ! 

De sun 'way up in de top o' de sky. 
An' de plow-hands takin' out for noon ; 

Hoppergrass keepin' mighty still in de fiel', 
An' de bullfrog done stop his chune ; 

Cutters got to res' when dey git to de road, 
An' dinner gwine to come mighty soon I 

De boss laugh loud as he git orf de horse, 

An' look at de cutters in a row ; 

An' he say, as he hold up de jug in his hand, 

" Dat boy wid de bucket mighty slow I 

11* 
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Gwine to gib' dese cutters some water fum de springy 
An' sumfin' fum de Cross Boads sto' !" 

Lizard gone to pantin' on side o' de rail 

Tell de heat o' de day done pas' ; 
Snake curlin' up whar de sun don't shine^ 

An' de Juny-bugs lightin' mighty fas' ; 
Cat-bird coolin' in de bamboo briers, 

An' nigger gwine to lay on de grass ! 



PATTER-EOLLER. * 

(Song of Old Times. 1855.) 

Oh I patter-roller down in de new-cut road, 
Wid long bull-whip in his han' ; 

He ridin' 'long slow, an' he lookin' on de groun' 
For fresh nigger track in de san'. 

Little chickens scatter in de tall green grass 
^ When de hawk sail down out de sky ; 

Nigger in de big road dodge 'hind a tree 
When de patter-roller come 'long by I 

* Patrol. 
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Oh! patter-roller, patter-roller, tell me what you 
sec, 

Patter-roller, tell me whar you gwine ; 
You know mighty well what happen in de road 

Jes' long as de new moon shine. 
Whipperwill singin' Vay out in de fieP, — 

Bullfrog holl'in' in de brake ; 
Patter-roller watchin' like de hawk in de a'r, 

An' his whip like a moccasin-snake I 

Dey's gittin' up a frolic on de j'inin' place, 

An' de fiddle an' de banjer gwine to play. 
But de patter-roller couldn't read your pass in de 
dark, — 

'Tis dangersome to trabble dat way : 
But, take keer, ladies ! — -jes' no use talkin', — 

Dis nigger got to hurry up an' go ; 
He kin dodge 'long close to de new-cut road, 

An' slip by de patter-roller, sho' ! 
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De bes' sort o' pigs was born 'ear befo' las'. 

A smart redbird don't have much to say. 

Yistiddy kin take keer ob itseT. 

De dry-Ian' tar'p'u kin make de trip ef you gib 
him h'ttle time. 

Some folks must 'a' been born on de wrong quar- 
ter ob de moon. 

Diggin' taters is gen'ully de bes' put-up job on 
de plantation. 

De neighborhood oughtn't to brag on de physio 
trade. 

Rats don't lub to 'sociate wid po' farmers. 

A gra'-vine makes de bes' collar for some dogs. 

Guardin' a watermilion-patch is a mighty sof ' job. 

Some folks' 'ligion nebber got a good stan' at 
fus'. 

A nes' o' yaller-jackets kin crowd de roomatiz 
right sharp. 

Fo'th o' July mus' 'a' been started by de black- 
berries gettin' ripe. 
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When de fros' sen' you wud by de norf wind, you 
better git in de punkinS. 

De new-groun's is de bes' yardstick to medjer a 
strange nigger by. 

You can't tell much 'bout a chicken -pie tell you 
git froo de ems'. 

Old Satun's watch is 'mos' always too slow. 

It takes a soon nigger to argerfy wid a bran new 
mule. 

You better not shake hands wid a craw-fish. 

Sharp axe better'n big muscle. 

Old rabbit walks in de paf when de snow done 
fell. 

De morkin'-bird nebber gits out o' chune. 

Fiel'-mouse lay still when de sparrer-hawk sail. 

De sun trabbles slow 'cross de new-groun's. 

De mouse-trap don't go to sleep. 

De peach-trees dat go to dressin' up too 'arly in de 
spring won't be pestered wid much cump'ny in de 
summer. 

De ash-cake is close kin to de low-groun's. 

De groun'-wums ain't anxious for de fish to bite. 

De muskeeter says grace too loud for his own 
good while he gittin' ready to eat. 

Dar mus' be sumfin' scan'alous 'bout chills ; you 
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ain't gwine to find no neighborhood dat 'ill own up 
to habin' 'em. 

When a nigger git too sick to guard de water- 
milion-patch, you better sen' for de doctor. 

Old Satun lubs a big crowd. 

De sof groun' tells heap o' tales. 

Dark clouds ain't a sho' sign o' trade. 

A mule kin be tame at one en' an' wild at t'udder. 

Don't lay it on de cow when de milk gits sour, 

De honey-bees think sumfin's de matter wid de 
law-books. 

De old steer gits s'picious when dey feed him too 
high. 

'Tis dangersome to let some folks fool wid a gun 
— ef de gun's any 'count. 

Folks ain't ap' to fall out wid de morkin'-bird jes' 
'cause he steals his songs. 

Loadin' a waggin' wid hay ain't de quickes' way 
for seekin' 'ligion. 

Don't trade orf a coon-skin 'fo' you ketch de coon. 

Siftin' meal too fine makes de ash-cake swink. 

De paf to de tunnup-patch don't need no sign- 
boa'd. 

Roomatiz an' happiness bofe grow bigger ef you 

keep tellin' folks 'bout 'em. 
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De pig's got 'nough 'rifmetic to take de shortes' 
cut froo de thicket. 

'Tain't no use o' sp'ilin' de Sat'day night by count- 
in' de time to Monday mornin'. 

Some smart young folks need toppin' 'bout much 
as de 'backer-plants. 

De old rabbit thinks 'speriunce cost too much 
when you git it fum a mash-trap. 

A 'possum-dog don't lose nuffin' by takin' de back- 
track ob a polecat. 

When de trees start to bud vou kin tell de dead 
limbs mighty quick. 

A corn-stalk dat's dressed up in mornin'-glories 
ain't got much to brag on. 

Heap o' strange cattle at de salt-lick. 

Old Satun lubs to dodge 'roun' 'mongst de crowd 
at de night meetin'. 

Nebber take too big a chip on a saplin'. 

De mornin'-glories wa'n't made for lazy folks. 

A mule kin stan' curry in' wid a corn-cob ef you 
let him manerfacter de curry-comb. 

Old Satun mus' be a silent pardner in de owner- 
ship o' some folks. 

De good farmer keeps 'quainted wid de daybreak. 

A crooked corn-stalk kin hab a straight ear. 
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Chickens kin hold on bes' to a good high roos'. 

Ef you nebber got your clo'es wet in de JQW, don't 
brag on it. 

Nebber trus' a man too fur dat stays mad froo de 
Cbris'mus week. 

Don't take too big a start to jump a ditch. 

Don't fling all your power onto a small job. 

What you kin Tarn by boxin' wid a lef -handed 
nigger cos' mo' 'an it come to. 

De wheat-crap can't fool you when it comes to de 
th'ashin'. 

Blood biles would fit better on somebody else. 

De wus' road to de cote-'ouse runs froo de horg- 
pen. 

You'll loss your grip ef you stop too much to spit 
on your hands. 

It takes a liar to git drunk on 'simmon beer. 

'Possum graby keeps de skillet clean. 

Mule don't pull so well wid a morgidge on his 
back. 

Crab-grass line de paf to de po'-house. 

Norf wind know all de cracks in de house. 

Sick dorg 'paos' gone when de fleas leabe him* 

Old otter would hab' mo' peace ef his clo'es 
wa'n't so fine. 
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Whipperwill singin' at de sun-down is 'mos' sweet 
as de morkin'-bird singin' at de sun-up. 

Blind pig know de way home. 

Bank wheat pesters de harves' song. 

Convertin' some sinners is sort o* like beltin' a 
black-gum. 

Pot bile ober when de squineh-owl holler. 

Ef torment was a big ice-house, heap o' bad nig- 
gers would jine de chu'ch. 

Groun' sparrers see de snow-fitorm Vay orf yan- 
der. 

Books don't tell who tied de hag-knot in de horse- 
mane. 

Hole in your breeches lets in heap o' oneasiness. 

Peelin' yams make a nigger smile all ober. 

Nigger kiver up his head ef his toes freeze orf. 

Hornit-nes' in de chinkjrpen thicket is mighty ap' 
to raise a row. 

Grubbin' roots softens de straw bed. 

It don't he'p to rake up de fam'ly secrets ob eb'ry 
sassage you eat. 

Distance to the nex' mile-pos' 'pen's on de mud in 
de road. 

Sick nigger git better when de sukkus come 
'roun'. 
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Mule dat chaw up his own collar is fixia' for a 
so' shoulder. 

Oberseer use to reggerlate de daybreak. 

New mule some kin to de black-gum tree. 

Partridge dat make nes' in de wheat-fieP ain't ap' 
to be pestered wid her chillun. 

Babbit know a fox-track same as a houn'. 

Old Satun ain't so skeered o' long sermons. 

Mule don't brag on de new plow-p'int. 

Mole ain't 'fraid o' de moonshine. 

De 'tater-patch don't go on looks. 

Blackberry ain't gwine to tas'e good jes' 'cause it 
shine bright. 

Cotton-wum spiles de Chris'mus. 

'Possum-dorg jes' wuk for his boa'd an' furnish 
his own fleas. 

Cotton-patch sorry when de fish start to bite. 

Folks on de rich bottoms stop braggin' when de 
ribber rise. 

Mushmilion vine ain't 'shame' to grow 'long side 
o' de mornin'-glory. 

Little 'possum wonder how de old dorg kin see 
tracks in de dark. 

Smart shotes do deir night rootin' by de full 

moon. 
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Hungry nigger ain't 'fraid o' de 'tater-peelin's. 

When it take half a hoe-cake to ketch a cat fish, 
you better let him 'lone. 

No use o' sign-boa'd to tell de way to de water- 
mil ion-patch. 

Tunnup-tops don't tell you de size o' de tunnups. 

Spring-branch good 'nough gourd for thirsty 
nigger. 

Old Satun 'spec' to moobe out de neighborhood 
jes' soon as de bee-martin an' de chicken-hawk make 
frien's. 

Old sow know 'nough 'bout figgers to count her 
pigs. 

A man dat 'ill steal a goat mus' be a rogue jes' for 
de fun o' de thing. 

Nigger don't sing much plowin' de hill-side. 

Tin plate don't mind drappin' on de flo'. 

Deep snow tell heap o' tales on de rabbit. 

Pine-tree laugh at de fros'. 

Old ram keep quiet arter sheep-shearin' time. 

Stan'in'-collar prize nigger's head up too high. 

Filliu' de ice-house don't suit black folks' nater. 

Old goose sort o' s'picious 'bout de feather-bed. 

Roomatiz better cl'ar de track when de fiddler gits 
a drink. 
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Sleepy fisherman totes a light load home. 

Turkey-buzzard tends to his bizniss same as de 
morkin'-bird. 

You can't tell what a nigger got in him by thump- 
in' him. 

Better keep de rockin'-cheer in de eabin-lof tell 
Sunday. 

Ugly nigger don't fool wid de lookin'-glass. 

De full moon tells heap o' secrets. 

Old breeches lubs a long coat-tail. 

A crow is a fus'-rate hand to thin corn. 

A sunflower ain't so mighty putty in de dark. 

Nebber clam a oak-tree arter chinkypens. 

Perliteness floats 'round loose on 'lection-day. 

Ripe mushmilions trabble mos'ly by night. 

A pig kin beat de old sow gittin' froo a crack. 

Don't holler 'fo' you strike de rank wheat. 

De stars is jes' as bright as dey was 'fo' de war. 

Blackbirds lub to help at de corn-plantin'. 

Dar's some things dat will do to swop orf in de 
dark. 

You can't pick your fish 'fo' you ketch 'em. 

A dorg wid a block on don't brag on his siti- 
vation. 

Old Satun loads his cannons wid big watermilions. 
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De debbul ain't got no partick'ler objection to 
Chris'mus. 

De punkin-vine ain't gwine to ax your 'vice 'bout 
what road to trabbie. 

De bullfrog nebber makes a mis-lick when he starts 
out singin'. 

A nigger dat laughs at his own biles wa'n't made 
for dis wul'. 

De feller dat sw'ars orf tell Chris'mus is jes' 
nuSsin' hisse'f for a big drunk. 

De fat'nin' horgs ain't got no big 'vantage ober de 
lean shotes in de woods. 

De rabbit dat sleeps in de groun'-hog's hole needn't 
'spec' to hab nice dreams. 

Some sto'-keepers is mighty ap' to find deir sins 
medjered wid deir own yardsticks. 

Don't 'sociate too much wid de midnight ef you 
want to keep up a good repertation, 

Gittin'. de frien'ship o' some folks is sort o' like 
buy in' a rainbow an' pay in' de cash for it. 

Nebber trus' a man dat kin eat green 'simmons 
an' look happy while he's chawin 'em. 

Tryin' to unnerstan' some folks is mighty like 
guessin' atde 'rection ob a rat-hole in de groun'. 

De smoke-'ouse is safes' in de blackberry season. 



APHORISMS FROM THE QUARTERS, 141 

One good turn deserbes anudder ; ef a man len^ 
you trace-chain, go an' borrer his s'ingle-tree. 

Some niggers' honesty is reggerlated mos'ly by de 
spunk ob de yard-dorg. 

Grubbin' a stump is a good way to whet up your 
'ligion. 

Heap o' people rickerlec' favors by markin' 'em 
down in de snow. 

Always drink pure water: many a man gits 
drunk fum breakin' dis rule. 

A smart man ain't gwine to buck 'gin a mud-hole ; 
he walks 'roun' it eb'ry time. 

De sparrer-hawk would like to git a persition to 
'tend to de chicken-yard an' keep orf de minks. 

Rain-drops can't tell broadcloth fum jeans. 

De black gum laughs at de red oak when de 
woodcutter comes 'roun'. 

Waitin' on de table is a pow'ful way to git up a 
appetite. 

De hen dat hatches out ducks is gwine to lose her 
chillun mighty quick. 

Dar's nuffin' 'bout thinnin' corn in de spellin'- 
book. 

De black snake keeps up wid de fam'ly secrets ob 
de settin' hens. 
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Smart folks don't feel de teef ob a live squ'el. 

De fox wants to know how de rabbit's gittin' on. 

'Tain't much diffunce 'twixt a hornit an' a yaller- 
jacket when dey bofe git under your clo'es. 

Some niggers got so much 'ligion dey want to hab 
Sunday eb'ry day. 

It don't make much diffunce 'bout what sort o' 
plow you use, ef you jes' hab de right sort o' mule 
in front an' de right sort o' nigger behin'. 

It puts you in a good humor to git hold ob a fat 
pig — 'specially right arter it's been bobby ke wed. 

De cotton-patch don't keer which way you vote. 

You can't hurry up good times by waitin' for 'em. 

It don't take no prophet to rickerlec' bad luck. 

Dey don't hab no loafers in de martin-box. 

De wire-grass lubs a lazy nigger. 

Dar's right smart 'ligion in a plow-handle. 

Twelve erclock nebber is in a hurry. 

Nebber 'pend too much on de blackberry blos- 
soms. 

Don't bet on a 'tater-hill befo' de grabblin' time. 

Heap o' good cotton-stalks gits chopped up fum 
'sociatin' wid de weeds. 

Many a nice corn-silk winds up wid a nubbin' in 
de fall. 
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A chicken-roos' is de debbul's steel-trap, an' a 
grassy corn-row is his flower-garden. 

De morning-glories ain't pertickler lubly to a man 
wid de backache. 

A sore-back mule is a poor hand to guess de 
weight ob a bag o' meal. 

A fork in a strange road don't make a man any 
better Kwis'chun. 

To-morrer's ash-cake is better'n las' Sunday's 
puddin'. 

'Tain't easy to find a man dat kin git mo' 'tention 
arter he's dead dan de Chris'mus 'possum. 

Countin' de stars don't he'p de meal-box, 

De man dat always takes de shortes' road to a 
dollar, gen'ully takes de longes' road fum it. 

All de jestice in de wul' ain't fastened up in de 
cote-'ouse. 

A blind mule ain't 'fraid o' darkness. 

De dinner-bell's always in chune. 

De wood-pile don't grow much on frosty nights. 

A man dat pets a libe catfish ain't crowded wid 
brains. 

De pen'tench'ry's got some folks dat knowed how 
to call horgs too well. 

You can't spile a ripe punkin by 'busin' it. 
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De bullfrog knows mo' 'bout de rain dan de olma- 
nick. 

De little backer-wum is de bes' fixed for hidin'. 

De cheapes' way to he'p a man 'long in de wuF 
is to pile up flowers on his tombstone. 

Heap o' folks is like crawfishes ; dey lub to back 
water, but dey won't stan' no crowdin' for all dat. 

Dar's right sharp good schoolin' in de tail ob a 
'possum: nebber let go a thing long as dar's a 
chance lef '. 

'Simmons gwine to take deir own time 'bout gettin' 
ripe. 

Some corn-stalks is like lots o' folks — dey fliqg 
all deir power into de blades an' tassels. 

You can't medjer a nigger's wuk by de 'mount o' 
singin' he does at de shuckin'. 

A good 'possum-dorg may tell a lie by accident, 
but you can't proobe it on him ef de tree's holler. 

De farmer dat nebber smells de daybreak kin git 
'long wid a mighty little gin-'ouse. 

A fat mule an' a straight furrer. 

De coon puts up de bes' fight ; but de 'possum is 
heap de smartes' an' is got de bes' edication. 

De waggin'-wheels ain't 'fraid to tell you whar 
dey been. 
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De squ'el kin beat de rabbit claramin' a tree ; but 
den, de squ'el makes de bes' stew, an dat sort o' ekal- 
izes de thing. 

Don't was'e no time coaxin' a sick 'tater-slip ; stick 
a fresh one in de hill. 

'Tain't no countin' on de notions ob a gra'-vine 
nor de chune ob a morkin'-bird. 

It don't make much diffunce whar de rain comes 
fura, jes' so it hits de groun' in de right place. 

De crab-grass b'lebes in polertics. 

A short crap an' a long face.. 

De old sheeps wonder whar de yarn socks come 
fum. 

A feather-bed ain't much service to de young corn, 

Palin's wa'n't fixed for clammin' ober. 

Some smart folks can't tell a rotten rail widout 
sittin' on it. 

De people dat stirs up de mos' rackit in de meetin'- 
house ain't always de bes' Kwis'chuns. 

'Arly peach-blossoms got to run de risk o' de 
fros'. 

De fat beef ain't got much conferdince in de 
butcher. 

Sometimes de runt pig beats de whole litter 
growin'. 

G A: 18 
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Ef you ain't got nuffin' smaller'n a dime when de 
hat comes 'round in chu'ch, drap it in ; you'll git de 
change some o' dese days. 

Don't trus' a mad bull jes' 'cause he ain't got no 
horns ; he kin do some right sharp pushin' anyhow. 

You better not fool wid a watermilion dat puts 
orf gittin' ripe till horg-killin' time. 

A meller apple dat drops on de groun' widout any 
shakin' is mos' too willin'. 

Folks dat go to sleep in de meetin'-house do heap 
o' late settin' up at home. 

Muskeeters don't suit long pra'rs. 

De people dat do de bigges' talkin' at home is ap' 
to do de mos' whettin' in de harves' fiel'. 

Don't trus' a man dat nebber got tired in his life. 

Satun habs de Scripter in his school-'ouse. 

Better roll* your breeches up high when you go to 
wade a muddy creek. 

Mighty easy to git orf a wild mule. 

Old rabbit think 'speriunce cos' too much when 
you git it out a mash-trap. 

Fat'nin' horgs don't hab much to brag on when 
de killin' time come. 

Dead tree try to fool you by wroppin' itse'f up in 
de gfeen pizen'-oak vines. 
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Fish-trap don^t make no noise^ but it do good wuk. 

It takes a soon man to guess which way do rat- 
hole run. 

De water-toter in de harves^-fieF git heap o^ 
'tention. 

Better not laugh too quick at de runt pig. 

You can't buy corn wid de bag o^ gold at de en' o' 
de rainbow. 

Tired cutter in de wheat-fieP git sassy at de en' o' 
de row. 

De rabbit sw'ar he too hones' to steal grapes, an' 
de fox sw'ar he too hones' to steal cabbage. 

Briers close to de ripe blackberries. 

De cat mighty po' judge o' mustard. 

Young colt ain't so ga'Iy in de drought. 

De honey-bee pay a pow'ful big rent for his house. 

When de mushmilion in bad health, you better not 
fool wid it. 

De dry-Ian' tar'p'n lub to hide his face ; but de 
snail ain't got no bizniss tellin' him 'bout it. 
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ME. FRANCIS NEWTON AND MOSE 

NEELY. 

Squire Mose Neely was a veiy black justice of 
the peace, and held his court in the back-room of a 
cross-roads store, in the Flat Creek neighborhood. 

While Squire Neely was at the height of his 
magisterial fame, a young lawyer named Francis 
Newton moved into the county and established him- 
self in the small but ambitious town of S , in 

the same township with the colored squire. 

Mr. Newton had embarked in the profession with 
enthusiasm and confidence. It is true that he had 
launched out just at a time when litigation seemed 
to him particularly sluggish, but he lived in the 
hope of an auspicious future, while the legended 
shingle which bore his name and proclaimed his 
avocation continued to dangle in the dallying breeze 
with the lazy flutter of invitation. In the mean- 
time he would have a chance to gain a larger fund 
of legal knowledge while he lingered in the portico 
of the temple of justice; after a while — when ad- 

/ 
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mitted to the penetralia of the majestic edifice and 
initiated into the sacrificial mysteries — it would be 
full time to think of devouring the viscera and 
lapping the gore of the immolated victims. 

Mr. Newton was making good progress in acquir- 
ing the bearing and manner that often spring from 
professional associations. He could poise his beaver 
at the most effective angle, and insert a quid of 
tobacco with an air of the most portentous solem- 
nity and mysterious significance. As he sauntered 
down the street,. his gait was a felicitous compromise 
between the magisterial strut and the judicial 
swagger. 

As Mr. Newton often visited the ladies, he very 
naturally fell in love. The object of his affection 
was Miss Evelyn Seaton, the only daughter of. the 
town banker. He was lucky in his love-making, 
and soon became engaged to Miss Evelyn. Then 
arose the staggering necessity of acquainting the 
young lady's parents with the state of affairs. 

Mr. Newton, duly appreciating the proprieties 
of the emergency, repaired to the bank one day and 
asked to see Mr. Seaton. When he heard the old 
gentleman's approaching footsteps he felt himself 
suddenly surcharged with dignity and perspiration ; 
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but he resolved to impart the embarrassing intelli- 
gence or perish in the attempt. 

Mr. Seaton came in. Mr. Newton, finding him- 
self alone with theold gentleman, calmly wiped the 
perspiration from his brow and remarked, with 
singular firmness, that it was very hot. Mr. Seaton, 
though usually disputatious in conversation, assented 
to the proposition with gracious courtesy. Mr. 
Newton then cleared his throat and intimated that 
matters seemed to be badly mixed in Washington. 
The statement seemed reasonable, and Mr. Seaton 
promptly indorsed it. Mr. Newton then asked Mr. 
Seaton's confidential advice as to the prudence of 
buying cotton just at that time. Having received 
the information and expressed his thanks, he hur- 
riedly withdrew. 

He withdrew, but swore that he would come 
again ! 

One day a negro entered Mr. Newton's office and 
solicited a private interview. The visitor wished 
legal redress for an alleged grievance. In a trans- 
action with a neighbor he considered himself de- 
frauded in the value of the following articles : one 
axe, one mug (with the picture of an elephant on it), 
two pillow-cases, one opossum dog, and one skillet- 
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top. Mr. Newton was employed to institute suit 
immediately for the recovery of said articles or their 
value. The case came up in the Cross-Roads court, 
before Squire Mose Neely. Defendant's counsel 
demurred to the pleadings, and made a strenuous 
effort to have the case thrown out of court. Time 
was given to argue the preliminary question, and 
when it was Mr. Newton's turn to reply, he arose 
and spoke substantially as follows : 

" May it please the Court : I oppose this demurrer 
with a swelling sense of the stupendous magnitude 
of this occasion. I stand here to champion the im- 
periled rights of a fellow-citizen, and to press the 
claims of universal law and equity before a discern- 
ing and fair-minded court. 

" I would urge your Honor to study and analyze 
this insidious device. Be not deceived by honeyed 
phrases, choice verbiage, nor the pyrotechnic capa- 
bilities of the English language. Beware of the 
grinning spectre that is ambushed behind the glit- 
tering plausibility of this cunning language. The 
Court should not appropriate too hastily the adroit 
flattery of counsel. But this warning is unnecessary, 
for I know that I address a sagacious and incor- 
ruptible magistrate yjIio reveres the great funda- 
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mental principles of equity and right. I am per- 
suaded that the deliberations of this Court will lead 
to just conclusions as surely as the mountain torrent 
flows to the river below ; and I am persuaded that 
every proposal from the side of injustice and wrong 
would redden the cheek of this Court with the glow 
of lofty indignation. 

"What, sir, is the philosophy of this demurrer 
which is being urged with such astounding audacity 
upon your Honoris attention? Why, sir, it out- 
rages the very essence of enlightened jurisprudence, 
and paralyzes the vital force of the law. I have 
listened carefully to the gentleman's speech, and I 
confess my amazement at the enunciation of such 
atrocious and inhuman sentiments. I would like to 
ask the gentleman from what system of ethics he 
draws his precepts of morality and virtue — from . 
what source are such diabolical maxims of law and 
equity? What is the tendency of all this? In 
what direction does it point? Why, sir, the past 
history of the world answers these questions with 
crumbling empires, shattered thrones, enslaved na- 
tions, and strangled liberty. The gentleman, in his 
intemperate zeal, would .strike at the fourfdation of 
constitutional freedom, forge the fetters of unborn 
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millions, and sound the death-knell of American 
institutions. These odious principles spring from 
the embrace of error and iniquity, and spread devas- 
tation wherever they find a lodgment and a home. 
Their power for harm and mischief is vastly height- 
ened when they come veiled in a captivating guise, 
seducing the ear with their promises, and firing the 
heart with illusive hopes. But be not deceived with 
an attractive exterior ; behind there lurks the hoofed 
and horned monster of cruelty and wrong. 

" I would ask your Honor for an instant to give 
wings to your fancy, and imagine the principles set 
forth by the gentleman in full and complete ascen- 
dency ; and what then would be the outlook ? The 
imagination shrinks appalled from the hideous pic- 
ture. Our beloved country would be wrapped in 
the midnight of despair ; the grim genius of Ruin 
would stalk abroad with the strides of a giant; the 
ceaseless prayerof distress would besiege the unpiiying 
skies ; our vaunted institutions would go down to the 
voracious sepulchre of extinct forms and creeds ; the 
Constitution itself would be scattered into indistin- 
guishable fragments; the Spirit of Liberty, driven, 
from her chosen seat, woi^ld seek a new home in 
some far-off isle of the sea*, commercial blackness 



MR. FRANCIS NEWTON AND MOSE NEELY, 157 

would settle over the land ; order and system would 
yield to anarchy and chaos ; the demon of misrule 
would be enthroned upon the ruins of the Republic; 
our native land, engulfed in misery and bathed in 
gore, would pray in vain for relief from the inscru- 
table wrath of heaven. 

"But, on the other hand, imagine the full sway 
and influence of the beneficent ideas and principles 
which I would seek to establish, and which are in 
irreconcilable conflict with the Satanic spirit of the 
gentleman^s demurrer; what a difierent picture is 
then presented as the logical outcome of the situa- 
tion ! Then indeed would * the mountains skip like 
rams, and the little hills like lambs !^ Then, truly, 
from the breezy crest of the mountains to the laugh- 
ing tide of the sea, law and liberty, order and peace 
would choose their habitation and live forever ; the 
hideous anarchs of confusion and ruin would flee in 
dismay to the Stygian ca,ves and afflict us no more 
with their unholy visitations. The proud ensign of 
the Republic would salute the caressing airs of 
heaven as the symbol of liberty and law ; and the 
whole land would smile under the twin suns of pros- 
perity and peace. 

" But I am protracting my remarks to an unneces- 

14 
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sary length. There is no need of further argument. 
I believe it would insult the intelligence of the Court 
to imagine that such a ridiculous demurrer could be 
seriously entertained before it. Of course it will be 
overruled. I ask the ruling of the Court." 

Mr. Xewton then took his seat. For an instant 
there was deep silence ; then Squire Neely expressed 
himself as follows : 

" Dat may be de law, Mr. Newton ; but 'tain't de 
practice ob dis cote; FU let de 'murrer stan', an' 
fling de case out o' cote." 

This, of course, ended the trial. As Mr. Newton 
rode leisurely homeward, the " race problem" seemed 
to him more perplexing than ever. 



SCRIPTURAL BAPTISM. 

[Being a condensed account of the great religious debate in 
the Flat Creek neighborhood, between Rev. "Waterwheel 
Harrison, of the Colored Baptist Church, and Rev. Blackgum 
Clinker, of the Colored Methodist Church ; the subject dis- 
cussed being the scriptural mode of baptism.] 

Much excitement had been created by the an- 
nouncement of this debate, and on the appointed 
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day an immense crowd of colored citizens assembled 
to hear the discussion. Each side was confident, the 
Baptists declaring that Brother Waterwheel was in- 
vincible, and the Methodists expressing equal confi- 
dence in the controversial prowess of Brother 
Blackgum. 

When everything was ready, the moderators were 
appointed, and the discussion was opened by Rev. 
Waterwheel Harrison, on the aflBrmative, who 
maintained that immersion is the only scriptural 
mode of baptism. We give a few extracts from his. 
lengthy argument : 

"My Christian Friends: What is we 'sembled 
togedder to-day for? Is we come out here to kill 
hogs, or shuck corn, or talk politics? NuflBn^ ob 
de kind ; we come out here to 'lucidate de scripter, 
an' we's gwine to 'lucidate it. Brudder Blackgum 
looks mighty bold an' sassy, but befo' I's done 
totin' him froo de swamps an' thickets ob de gospel 
argermint, he'll wish he nebber had 'a' come out 
here. 

" Now, Brudder Blackgum, what you got to stan' 
on ? Don't de scripter say you got to go down in 
de water plum out o' sight befo' you kin call it 
baptism ? Sartin it does. Don't you reckon John 
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de Baptis' knowed what he was 'bout when he went 
out to baptize folks? An^ did he ebber sprinkle 
anybody? No, sar, he didn't, ah' you know he 
didn't. Ef you 'spec' to be baptized, .you got to go 
under de water jes' like you was fallin' orf a freight 
boat. John de Baptis' knowed dat ; he knowed he 
nebber could 'a' got a season in de gospel plant-patch 
by sprinklin' ; he wa'n't no top-water. 

" Now, Brudder Blackgum, how you gwine to git 
'roun' dis? Ain't you flummuxed right at de start? 
Don't you know you can't float de old ship o' Zion 
in a tin-cup ? No, sar ; she draws deep water ! De 
paddle-wheel got to hab' plenty room to flutter an' 
splash 'roun' an' knock up foam. 

*^ Ya-a-s, Brudder Blackgum, de soul ob de sinner 
is jes' like a. old shirt what you been w'arin' in de 
harvis'-fiel' for two weeks, — it needs washin' pow'- 
ful bad ; an' when a shirt's in dat sort o' fix, you 
can't git it clean wid a squirt-gun, an' you can't git 
de soul ob de sinner clean by sprinklin'; no, sar! 
it 'ill hab' to go down under de water an' git a 
reg'lar old-fashioned John-de-Baptis' scrubbin' ! 

" Ya-a-s, my friends, sprinklin' may do for 'tater- 

clips an' cabbage-plants, but when you come to 

' baptizin', 'tain't no-whar' ! Ef you want to git 
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baptized, you got to go down under de water, jes' 
like John de Baptis^ soused ^em in de Jordan, for 
dat's de only sort o' scripter baptism !" 

When the Eev. Blackgum Clinker was introduced 
to reply on the negative, he began substantially as 
follows : 

"My Dear Friends: I's ^stonished! Fs pMntly 
'stonished ! I come out here 'spectin' to hear some 
argermint fum Brudder Waterwheel, an' I'll jes' 
say ef dat's de bes' argermint he kin make, he'd 
better stop preachin' an' go to catehin' cat-fish for a 
libbin'. 

" Now, I'll 'sert right at de start dat 'tain't no im- 
mersion spoken 'bout in all de gospel scripter ; an' 
dar nebber was but one Baptis' spoken 'bout by de 
'postles, an' dat was old Jonah, an' you know he 
nebber went into de bizniss wid' much sperit. • 

" Brudder Waterwheel is badly orf de track 

'bout dat Jordan, bizniss. John de Baptis' nebber 

put anybody under de water — he sprinkled de last 

one ob 'em. Why, my friends, to immerse dat many 

folks in one day would w'ar out any man. Brudder 

Waterwheel hab's de backache an' de rheumatiz' 

arter baptizin' fifty in his fashion ; but jes' think o' 

baptizin' three thousan' in dat sort o' way — why, it 
/ * 14* 
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don^t stand to reason ! it^s outlandish^ an' 'tain't in 
de scripter. An', besides, when John de Baptis' bap- 
tized so many, don't you know half ob 'em was nig- 
gers? An' now, Brudder Waterwheel, s'pose he 
had 'a' baptized dat many niggers in de Jordan at 
one time, — big, black, slick fellers like you, — ^what 
would 'a' been de consequince? Don't you know 
'twould 'a' killed de fish sebenteen miles up stream ? 
An' bless your soul, de perlioemen nebber would 
'a' let John de Baptis' do any sich cuttin'-up as 
dat. Why, dey'd 'a' jukked him up in de Delayer's 
court." 

(A voice in the crowd : " How you know 'twas 
any niggers in dem days ?") 

"My friend, whar was you raised? Did you 
ebber see a country widout niggers dat had any cib- 
erlization in it? Take de big State o' New York; 
'tain't no niggers dar, an' 'tain't a cotton-patch nor a 
'simmon-tree in de whole State; did you know dat? 
(Sensation.) 'Tain't no dberlization in any sich a 
state o' things as dat. Yes, sar, 'twas lots o' niggers 
in scripter days. 

" No, Brudder Waterwheel, you can't dive your way 
to de New Jerusalem. You's jes' sp'ilin' your clo'es 
for nulSn' when you jine de Baptis' Church. When 
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Brudder Waterwheel talks 'bout scrubbin' de soul 
wid water, he's switchin' plum <Jrf de track. Power 
fum above washes de soul, an' baptism jes' puts on 
de starch. De Baptis' plan won't hold water — ^it 
needs corkin'. Sprinklin' is de scripter baptism, an' 
nuffinl else. 

" When Philip an' Abraham was ridin' 'long in a 

bugger " (Here the speaker was interrupted, and 

charged with confounding events and perverting 
facts; but being sustained by the moderators, he 
f proceeded.) " When Philip an' Abraham was ridin' 
'long in a bugger, an' got out an' baptized one 
anudder in a mud-hole, reckon dey went under de 
water in deir Sunday-go-to-meetin' clo'es ? Why, de 
water wa'n't deep enough to duck a fox-squ'el, an' 
dem two men was on deir way to de Distric' Conr- 
runce, and was dressed up like gent'mun, for dey 
wa'n't no one-gattus fellers. 

" Now, my frieqds, all de old-time scripter folks 
was Meferdis'. Paul was a Meferdis' class-leader 
an' Sunday-school teacher (ominous stillness) ; James 
was a perzidin' elder (sensation) ; Luke was a Mef- 
erdis' missionary (confusion) ; John de Baptis' was a 
Meferdis' preacher on de Gralilee cirkit (terrible 
sensation and confusion). 
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" Yaas, my friends, all dem was Meferdis' ; an' 
now, Brudder Waterwheel, I hope you'll soon see de 
error o' your ways, an' come over an' jine de Mefer- 
dis' Church, an' git sprinkled, for dat' de only sound 
seripter baptism. An' now I want to know who's 
been flummuxed in dis bizniss !" • / ' 

The debate was protracted through the day, and 
finally closed in an uproar of angry personalities, 
each side claiming a glorious and decisive triumph. 



OPOSSUM STORIES. 

The negro and the opossum are intimately as- 
sociated in the legends and stories of the old planta- 
tion. There are many anecdotes current in the 
South that are based upon this close association, of 
which the following may serve as specimens : 

I. THE SLEEPY OPOSSUM-EATER. 
Jake Turpin had caught a small opossum in the 
Flat Creek slashes, and a few days after the capture 
be killed it for his supipeT. While preparing to cook 
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it he indulged in something like the following solil- 
oquy : " Oh, yaas, you gran^ vilyun ! Fll eat you dis 
night, sho' ! I been jes' waitin^ for you gwine on fo' 
days, an' now my mouf done sot regular 'possum- 
fashion. I gwine to put you in de ub'n an' cook 
you right brown an' eat you clean up, you gran' 
vilyun!" After these preliminaries, the opossum 
was put into the oven, and then Jake lay down 
before the fire and fell into a deep sleep, there being 
no one in the cabin but himself. After considerable 
lapse of time, the opossum was thoroughly cooked, 
but Jake still slept. At this stage of the proceed- 
ings Sam Tompkins entered the cabin and took in 
the situation at a .glance. Sam was not long in 
mapping out a line of action ; but he immediately 
took the lid off the oven and soon ate up the little 
opossum, leaving the bones scattered about the 
hearth. Then with his greasy fingers he greased 
the hands and mouth of the sleeping Jake, and 
hurriedly left the cabin. A few minutes thereafter 
Jake woke up and looked drowsily about him. 
" Well," began the aroused sleeper, " wonder how 
long I been sleepin' ! Sho'ly dat 'possum done by 
dis time. Lemme look in de ub'n." Jake lifted the 
lid and gazed into the empty oven. " Well, ef dat 
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don^t beat my times! Ef somebody ain't done 
come here an' stole dat 'possum while I was 'sleep ! 
Hi ! here de bones all scattered 'bout de ha'f ; why, 
my ban's right greasy; mebbe.I took an' got up an' 
eat dat 'possum while I was 'sleep ! Wait, — lemme 
see ; why, ef my mouf ain't right greasy, too ! I 
mus' 'a' done it ! I mus' 'a' done it ! Well, all I 
got to say is dis : ef I did git up an' eat dat 'possum 
while I was 'sleep, he sets lighter on my stomach an' 
he gibs me less consolation dan any 'possum I ebber 
eat sence I was born I" 

11. THE CLIMBING OPOSSUM. 
Uncle Jerry Armstrong was a, kind of oracle and 
sage in the quarters. One night, just before Christ- 
mas, he visited his next-door neighbor and took a 
seat by the fire, close to a box in which a fat opossum 
was confined. After enjoying an hour of pleasant 
conversation, he arose, bade the family good-night, 
and started for the door ; but he had proceeded but 
a few steps, when some one suddenly exclaimed, — 
"Lor! Ung' Jerry, — dar's a 'possum-tail swingin' 
right under your coat!" The assertion was true; 
and Uncle Jerry reached around and drew the opos- 
sum from under his coat-tail, while his countenance 
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wore a look of blank amazement. " Well, well, 
well/' exclaimed Uncle Jerry, " who ebber seed de 
like o' dat! Ef dat 'possum didn't go an' crope 
right up under my coat-teil while I was settin' dar 
by de fire ! * Lookee 'ere, Mr. 'possum, ef you take 
me for a 'simmon-tree, you's badly orf de track, 
sho's you born ! You jes' clam up under somebody 
else coat-tail nex' time!" As Uncle Jerry dis- 
appeared through the door, he was heard to remark, 
in an undertone, "I wish some folks would keep 
deir 'possums boxed up little better when I go to 
see 'em." 



MILLERTERRY JOE. 

A SKETCH OF AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 

Well, he landed in de neighborhood and crapped 

it for awhile, 
An' he paid a heap o' 'tention to his figger and his 

style. 
He talked about his sojer life an' kep' a braggin so 
Dat de niggers all begun to call him " Millerterry 

Joe." 
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Dey had him down at Petersburg a-fightin' on do 

line, 
When dejr busted up de Rebels wid de 'splosion ob 

a mine. 
You see, dey got a bar'l o' powder, jes' S full as dey 

could tote, 
An' a squad o' sojers took it ober to de Souvern fote. 

Well, dey got old Joe to he'p 'em as dey took de 

powder 'long, 
'Cause dey knowed he had de muscle and was 

mighty tough an' strong. 
Den de cap'n drawed his s'ord an' gibbed de order 

to de men, 
An' dey stuck a chunk o' fire in de bung-hole at 

de en'. 

Den it waked de Souvern sojers, an' it blowed 'em 

up so high, 
Dat dey looked like little bumble-bees a-swarmin' 

in de sky, 
De a'r was mighty cloudy wid de cannon-balls an' 

lead. 
An' de waggins an* de horses went a-whizzin' ober- 

head. 
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Den dey beared a big ole gin'ul — dat was talkin' 

mighty loud 
As he ris^ up like a gas-ballooii, an' circled froo de 

cloud, 
Wid his sabre danglin' at his side, an' coat-tails out 

behin', — 
Jes' a-cussin' at de orderly, an' tryin' to form de line I 



Den dey took de colored regermints an' fixed 'em in 



a row, 



An' whetted up de bayonets, an' gib de word to go I 
So de sojers started forward at a terrifyin' speed. 
An' charged across a 'backer-patch, wid Joe right in 
de lead ! 



Well, he told me dat he slayed 'em in a mighiy 

savage way, 
An' he fetched in twenty pris'ners dat he captered 

froo de day. 
Now, we bofe had quit de country, an' was libbin' 

in de town, 
When de yaller fever busted out an' scattered all 



arouri' ; 
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An' ob all de cullud citizens^ de bravest man was 

Joe, 
'Cause he knowed de fever nebber teched de cullud 

folks befo'. 
Well, it happened on a ebenin' we was 'spressin' all 

our views. 
An' 'semblin' 'round de telergraph to git de fever 

news. 

When I seed a lot o' niggers dat was stan'in at de do', 
An' lis'nin' to de 'sperience ob Millerterry Joe. 
" One hundred cases up to noon I" de operator cried, 
As he scribbled out de message on de table at his 
side. 

Den de wire went a-tickin' in a mighty libely way, 
An' we heard de feller holler to us : " Sumfin' new 

to-day! 
Ob de hundred fever cases dat was 'ported by de las', 
Dar's forty ob dem cullud, an' dey's drappin' mighty 
fas' !" 

Den I seed a little 'sturbance 'mongst de niggers at 

de do', 
An^ eb'rybody had his eye on Millerterry Joe ; 
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For soon as he diskivered what de operator meant^ 
He started backwards^ pushin^ down de niggers as he 
went. 

Den he started down de sidewalk like a arrer fam 

de bow, 
Wid his coat-tail on a lebbel, an' his eyeballs in a 

glow; 
As he bolted 'round de corner by de 'potikerry sto', 
I heard a feller holler to him, " Whar's you dribin', 

Joe r 

But he went wid sich a motion dat he couldn't stop 

his feet, * 

So he answered to de nigger, as he rattled down de 

street, — 
"Gwine arter ammernition, for dey's gittin' up a 
• fight ! ! 

Dey's flingin' out de skirmish-line, an' flankin' on 

de right ! ! !" 

Well, de pickets, wid deir needle-guns, was watchin' 

mighty keen. 
But he busted froo de bushes, an' he jumped de 

karanteen ; 
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So he lef ' de caperation in de twinklin' ob a eye, 
Jes' a-pawin' up de grabbles, 911* a-moobin' on de fly ! 

I reckon sich a libely race was nebber run befo', 
An' dat's de las' we ebber seed o' Millerterry Joe. 
He was jes' as good a feller as I ebber spec' to fin', 
But he couldn't stan' de fever when it jumped de 
culler line I 
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THE NEGRO DIALECT. 

A PROViNCiAi. dialect generally derives its origin 
from a variety of circumstances. The every-day 
speech of the Southern negro owes its peculiarities to 
the twofold influence of his condition in life and 
his distinguishing race characteristics. 

No human dialect has ever been subjected to such 
violent caricature and exaggeration as that of the 
negro. This is abundantly illustrated in the news- 
paper literature of the day and in the wild extrava- 
gance of the negro minstrel stage. 

Although the negroes are dispersed over a broad 
area^ their dialect is almost exactly the same through- 
out all the Southern States. The n^ro has what we 
call an ^^ ear for music/' and in his language there 
is an instinctive and lawless striving after euphony. 
His dialect may be said to arise, in a large measure, 
from an innate disposition to soften and smooth down 
the Teutonic roughness of the English language; 
and this is done with but little regard for rule or 
method. The speech of the Southern blacks is 

176 
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characterized by certain shades of tone, modulation^ 
and accent which cannot be indicated in written 
words. In respect of abbreviations and elisions, 
there is a very faint resemblance between the dialect 
of the negro and that of the Scottish Highlands. I 
think that the force and beauty of the Scotch dialect 
are over-rated, and that the reputation of this pro- 
vincial speech is largely sustained by the power of 
historical and poetical association, and by the conse- 
crating spell of Scottish genius. A serious fault of 
this dialect is the awkward and unpleasant hiatus 
arising from the excessive elision of consonants. 
The dialect of the negro is mainly free from this 
defect. As his speech is chiefly regulated by an im- 
methodical effort to secure pleasantness of sound, we 
find that he often gives the same word different 
forms and shades of pronunciation, according to its 
varying use and position in the body of a sentence. 
This frequently leads to the omission of entire words 
from a sentence, when the meaning would not be 
thereby obscured ; for the negro has the faculty of 
always making himself clearly understood, no matter 
what corruptions of language he may employ. This 
omission of entire words is especially noticeable in 
the plantation songs and sayings; and when such 
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omissions are made, it is always in the interest of 
terseness and vigor of expression, or of rhythmical 
effect 

Rude simplicity pervades and distinguishes the 
genius of negro life and finds expression in his char- 
acter, habits, manners, and speech. Whatever is 
complex or indirect, confuses and puzzles him. His 
intellectual operations are circumscribed within very 
narrow limits; but it is proper to observe that a 
remarkably large percentage of negroes come up to 
the highest measure of mental capacity that is ever 
vouchsafed to the race. This ethnological truth is 
pertinent to the matter in hand only in so far as it 
affects the spoken language of the blacks ; and it is 
discoverable in their language, for we find that fuU- 
blooded negroes who have enjoyed anything like 
equal advantages express themselves with about the 
same degree of ease and clearness and evince a pretty 
uniform standard of mental stature. 

The negro uses only such words as are in very 
common use among the Southern whites, and writers 
who attempt to reproduce the speech of the blacks 
often make the mistake of ascribing to them dis- 
torted specimens of words that are never found in 
the negro dialect. There are a great many words 
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which the negro pronounces as correctly as the white 
man^ and such words should be spelt correctly by 
dialect writers. 

The speech of the negro is largely fashioned and 
colored by circumstances of temperament and im- 
agination^ and an analysis will disclose in it a subtle 
and pervading element of rude poetic conception. 
This may appear improbable to many who have 
come to regard the negro language as a mass of 
clumsy burlesque and unredeemed silliness; but a 
careful study will substantiate the assertion. The 
negro's imagination does not roam beyond the real 
elements of fortune and the immediate circumstances 
with which he is environed, except in the matter of 
religion. He sometimes employs figurative language 
with an oriental freedom, but within narrow limits 
of conception, and generally with plain and homely 
objects of thought. His illustrations, images, and 
comparisons are drawn from the simple circum- 
stances of his own experience and his own humble 
life. His mind rarely deals with objects and ideas 
by indirect methods and processes, but through the 
media of immediate contact and direct apprehension. 
The familiar concerns of his daily life and the visi- 
ble aspect of external nature constitute the material 
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for his fancy and reflection. These facts invest the 
speech of the negro with marked peculiarities. 
There is an unfailing source of interest and amuse- 
ment in the lawless and untutored use which he 
makes of certain figures of speech; in his quaint 
and homely manner of expression ; in the frequent 
strangeness and incongruity of his comparisons and 
illustrations ; and in the mingling of subtle pathos 
and unconscious humor in his conceptions. The 
negro is remarkable and peculiar in his habit of 
unguarded and unpremeditated thought, and in his 
singular modes of expression. All that he says and 
does has the appearance, at least, of ease and spon- 
taneity. He is essentially the creature of intuition, 
and unequal to the severer processes of ratiocination. 
All the leading peculiarities of the negro dialect 
are most prominently set forth .in the songs and 
hymns of the plantation. In these the fancy of the 
negro is most lively, and his emotional nature most 
exalted. The personification of objects is often 
found in the every-day speech of the blacks, but in 
their* melodies it is a distinguishing feature. The 
amusing quality of their dialect owes much to the 
grotesque and droll way in which they often dignify 
things and animals with the attributes of human be- 
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ings; but the result is generally pleasing through 
the liveliness, point, and animation with which it is 
produced. It is in songs and melodies that the old- 
time dialect of the Southern blacks will be best pre- 
served through the vast changes incident to their 
emancipation and general improvement. It would 
be an egregious mistake to suppose that these rude 
songs have no merit, and that they never rise to 
the dignity of poetic beauty, sentiment, or pathos. 
When you find a so-called " nigger song^' that has 
no point or merit at all, it is pretty safe to conclude 
that it has been written by a white man ignorant of 
the spirit and genius of negro life. In many negro 
songs are found marks of genuine poetic conception. 
If the best test of poetry is the quality of Z?/e, then 
the negro songs are not wholly without it, although 
it may be poetry of the rudest sort, and art in the 
lowest form of expression. 

The speech of the negro is now in a transition. 
The older negroes still speak the old-time dialect, 
and still exhibit something of the legendary life and 
spirit of the days of slavery, but the younger ones 
show the influence of freedom and education on their 
speech. 'But when the utmost shall have been done 
in the wsLj of mod\ficat\oii and improvement, there 
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will doubtless still be a negro dialect, distinct, sharply 
defined, and interesting; for I do not think that 
there will evjr be a perfect assimilation in thought 
and speech between the whites and blacks. It will 
require the experience of another generation to de- 
termine what this new dialect will be, but it will 
probably still retain some surviving traces of the 
traditional vernacular of the old plantation. 



THE END. 
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